*      * 

■    if-:     .^.iiiJJdL 

Lii.ll  M 

5?5 M         IB  Sli 

tplf 

•'*] 


<^w*- 


M  . 


TAMMY  HOWL 

Published  by  GULF  PARK  COLLEGE 
Gulfport,  Mississippi 

Vol.  16  May  29,  1943  No.  5 


EDITORIAL 

You  have  all  heard  it  said  that  we  are 
not  sacrificing  enough  for  this  war.  It  is 
a  common  belief  that  the  war  does  not 
hurt  us  enough;  we  continue  to  live,  with 
minor  inconveniences,  as  we  have  always 
lived.     The  war  does  not  "come  home.' 

"What  is  the  meaning  of  'sacrifice'?" 
It  is  terribly  important  to  obtain  an  answer 
to  that  question. 

The  word  comes  from  the  Latin  "sacri- 
ficium"  and  goes  right  back  to  the  pagan 
concept  of  propitiating  the  jealous  gods  by 
some  offering  or  other,  of  blood  or  of 
things.  The  same  inherent  meaning  persists 
in  the  Christian  word.  Jesus  offered  Him- 
self as  a  blood  sacrifice  for  the  sins  of 
the  world.  From  this  we  deduce  that  pain 
and  suffering  have  a  value  in  themselves ; 
that  by  giving  up  we  propitiate  the  gods. 
Or_God.  _ 

This  seems  to  me  a  highly  negative 
concept.  Jesus  did  not  preach  death  but 
life.  Life  present  and  life  eternal.  And 
He  transcended  death  in  His  own  person, 
and  took  on  immortality  even  upon  this 
earth.  He  is  still,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord 
1943,  the  most  dynamic  figure  on  this 
earth. 

Therefore,  let  us  consider  again  the 
meaning  sacrifice.  It  is  not  to  relinquish 
for  others,  but  to  live  for  others.  If  the 
living  for  others  costs  us  our  lives,  it  is 
nevertheless  the  living  that  has  made  our 
deaths  significant.  A  soldier  risks  death 
to   perform   an    act:    to    save   his    country, 


his  people,  his  civilization,  and  so  to  partake 
of  the  mission  of  Christ.  It  is  that  living 
purpose  that  glorifies  his  death. 

The  only  sacrifice  that  counts  in  this 
life  and  in  this  war  is  the  giving  of  one's 
life  by  the  extension  of  one's  life.  Not  to 
take  less  but  to  give  more  is  where  the 
emphasis  ought  to  be.  Concretely  express- 
ed, it  is  important  to  save  rubber,  but  it 
is  more  important  to  create  new  rubber;  it 
is  important  to  save  food,  but  it  is  more 
important  to  produce  more. 

There  is  the  sacrifice  that  impoverishes, 
and  the  sacrifice  that  enriches;  the  sacri- 
fice that  humiliates,  and  the  sacrifice  that 
glorifies. 

When  Jesus  said,  "He  that  loseth  his 
life  .  .  .  shall  find  it,"  He  was  speaking  of 
this  kind  of  sacrifice:  the  homage  of  the 
personality  to  something  greater  than  him- 
self. Man  creates  himself  by  everything 
he  does  for  that  which  is  more  than  him- 
self. He  does  not  become  less  in  the  pro- 
cess, he  becomes  more.  He  loses  his  life 
in  order  to  find  it. 

The  problems~of  this  war  and  of  our 
society  will  never  be  overcome  by  mere 
giving  up.  There  is  no  jealous  god  smack- 
ing his  lips  over  our  sufferings.  There  is 
a  loving  God,  the  God  of  Creation,  who 
offers  every  living  soul  a  chance  to  share 
in  that  creation,  and  thus  in  His  divinity. 

We  will  never  win  this  war  by  giving 
up  for  the  sake  of  an  old  way  of  life.  We 
will  win  it  by  fighting  for  the  right  to 
create  a  new  way  of  life  in  harmony  with 
what  the  best  in  our  natures  tells  us  ought 
to  be.  And  while  we  fight  we  must  start 
to  build  it,  here  and  now — build  it  with  all 
those  unused  reserves  of  energy,  idealism, 
talent  and  physicial  strength  which  are 
present  in  each  of  us.  We  will  win  the 
war  and  create  a  new  world — which  is  the 
purpose  of  the  war — not  by  living  at  a 
poorer  level  but  by  living  at  a  higher 
level;  not  by  accepting  less,  but  by  giv- 
ing more. 

(A  Ladies  Home  Journal  Editorial  by 
Dorothy  Thompson — presented  as  part 
of   Miss   Knoth's   chapel    program) 


Tammy's  cover  picture  is  a  scene  on 
Bayou  Portage  at  Huckleberry  Hill.  The 
girls,  left  to  right,  are  Shirley  Jane  Harris, 
Shirley  Anderson,  Eleanor  Thomas  and 
Mary   Frances  Jemison. 
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THE     1943 


APPLICANTS  FOR  CERTIFICATE  OF  GRADUATION 
FROM  THE  HIGH  SCHOOL 


Elizabeth  McLendon 

Mariana    McNair 

Virginia   Mitchell 

Betty   Anne   Money 

Shirley  Ann  Morris 

Martha   Nash 

Sophie   Powers   Rhodes 

Martha   Ricketts 

Betty   Runyon 

Mary  Ada  Strickland 

Frances  Crutchfield  Wickliffe 

Anne   Windham 

Betty   Woolfolk 

Peggy  Woolfolk 


Kathleen  Adams 

Alice  Kathryn  Armstrong 

Corinna  Johnston   Bennett 

Betty   Branch 

Frances  Fontaine  Culley 

Dorothy  Curry 

Mary  Dell  Duckworth 

Margueritte    Duval  I 

Jacquelyn  Jackson 

Elsa    Buckner  Jones 

Natalie    King 

Marian   Kingsberry 

Virginia  Lindholm 

Betty  Ball  Ludeau 


APPLICANTS  FOR  DIPLOMA  OF  GRADUATION 
FROM  THE  JUNIOR  COLLEGE 


Mary   Ross  Acree 
Ann   Allison 
Shirley   Anderson 
Margaret  Aylor 
Betty   June    Behney 
Marguerite  Butler 
Jane  Allen  Roe  Cassidy 
Marie    Cottingham 
Beulah   Butler   Denton 
Anne  Carr  Edwards 
Helen  May  Ewing 
Lucy  Lee  Ganier 
Jacquelyn  Garner 
Geraldine  Gladys  George 
Shirley   Jane   Harris 
Inez    C.    Hooge 
Jean    Hurley 
Royce  Jeffery 
Mary  Frances  Jemison 
Libby  Kington 
Genevieve  Leake 


Sarah    Patricia    McCord 
Mary    Helen    McMakin 
Virginia  May  Meiners 
Miriam   Marie  Mire 
Virginia    Kent    Nenon 
Mary  Frances  Regenold 
Billie  Ritter 

Cecille  Cyril   Rosenblum 
Katherine  McCrary  Runnels 
Frances   Schaefer 
Josephine  Schillig 
Margaret  M.  Selby 
Robin   Sheets 
Sharon   Jean   Smith 
Mary   Deronda    Stewart 
June  Carol  Strom 
Sarah    Eleanor   Thomas 
Josephine  M.  Van  Anglen 
Barbara  Van  Meter 
Lois  Watkins 
Margie   Darryl   Wilson 
Jewell  Ethel  Younger 
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GRADUATES 


Special  Certificates  and   Diplomas 

APPLICANTS    FOR   SPECIAL   DIPLOMAS 

SPEECH  AND  THEATRE  ARTS 

Inez  C.   Hooge 

Margaret  M.  Selby 

Mary  Deronda  Stewart 

Margie  Darryl  Wilson 

THE  DANCE 

Jacquelyn   Garner 

Bonnie    Kathryn    Murray 

Delia   Parker 

SECRETARIAL  SCIENCE 
Miriam  Marie  Mire 


APPLICANTS  FOR  SPECIAL  CERTIFICATES 

PIANO 
Inez  C.   Hooge 
Royce  Jeffery 

THE  DANCE 

Genevieve   Leake 

Mary  Ada  Strickland 

RIDING 

Betty  June  Behney 

Diana  McNair 

ART 

Shirley  Jane  Harris 

Virginia   May  Meiners 

Jewel   Ethel   Younger 

FOODS 

Buelah  Butler  Denton 

Margaret  M.   Selby 

Josephine  M.   Van  Anglen 

CLOTHING 
Buelah  Butler  Denton 


SENIOR 
WILL 


The  Senior  Class  of  1943  being  of  ques- 
tionably sound  mind  and  extraordinary 
health  does  hereby  will  and  bequeath  to 
the  very  unsuspectin  Juniors  the  following: 
Mac,  to  Elizabeth  McAdams,  doth  give 
Her  diets  so  frequent.  Don't  worry — you'll 

live. 
George,  we  mean  Gerry,  or  should  we  say 

Speas 
Leaves  the  C  card  to  Lytton  when  to  Utah 

she  flees. 
Butler  bequeaths  to  one  who'll  be  willing 
The  tower,  the  schedule,  the  basket  half 

spilling. 
Harris  refuses,  at  present,  to  part  with  her 

voice 
But  when  the  time  comes,  Faye  Dunn  gets 

first  choice. 
Pinky   wills   her  flashing  toes    along   with 

Trumpet  Blues 
To  G.  L. — well  that's  bound  to  make  news. 
Jewell  leaves  the  stars  and  bars  but  to  re- 
turn at  will 
To  Addavales  most  able  hands — a  duty  to 

fulfill. 
Behney  leaves  that  room  so  divine 
To  dear  Mama  T  who  envies  each  line. 
Aylor  bequeaths  a  new  combination 
A  vie  and  some  roller  skates 
To  the  Senior  Smoking  delegation. 
Mary  D.  Stewart  of  the  swift  curling  hair, 
The  secret  to  Westervelt  the  secret  which 

so  few  can  share. 

Runnels,  the  peach  of,  well,  you  know  that 
state  ever  dear 

Gives  Georgia  to  whom — do  I  hear  volun- 
teers ? 

Annie  A.  bequeaths  her  height,  head  un- 
bowed 

To  Doris  Cox,  it's  a  great  help  looking  over 
the  crowd. 

Lou  Lee  wills  her  honeyed  accent,  straight 
from  buzzing  comb, 

To  speedy  Reetz — tis  sure  to  wow  the 
Yankee  boys  back  home. 

Andy  wills  Gulfport,  town  of  great  oppor- 
tunity 

To  Loujean  Arentsen  to  prove  her  immun- 
ity. 

Smith  leaves  classes,  numbering  three,  in 
Mrs.   Hardy's  room 

To  Cuzalina,  luck  girl,  she'll  lose  youth's 
rosy  bloom. 

Cottingham  wills  "Cuddles" — her  appropri- 
ate nickname 


To  Denz  whose  own  has  brought  her  such 

shame. 
Schillig  leaves  gifts  of  talent  immeasurable 
To    Pidgie    for    Sing    Song    and    melodies 

treasurable. 
Cassidy  wills  to  Ehrlich  with  our  greatest 

pleasure 
Her  meekness — a  quiet  woman's  treasure. 
McCord    leaves    New    Orleans,    along   with 

the  Blue  Room 
To   Lindsey   and   Metz  with   a   "set-up  for 

two  rooms." 
Jemison  leaves  tho  it  proves  quite  a  strain 
Her   suntan   to   Clark — less   heat   and   less 

pain. 
Hooge  leaves  the  men  of  the  Inn-by-the-Sea 
To   Tom    Sawyer-Nezz   got   hers   so    Toms 

path  is  quite  free. 
Rabin  leaves  Keesler  excluding  her  Bill 
To  Schaefer  whose  talents  are  always   so 

versatile. 
Meiners,  the  jitterbug,  straight  Yankee  style 
Gives  her  technique  to  Rayfield  to  let  her 

hip  rest  a  while. 
Wilson  leaves  the  Bernhardt  technique 
To    Guthrie    who    adds    her    own    special 

squeak. 
Watkins  bequeaths,  knowing  it  will  be  used, 
A  first  aid  kit  to  Sayers  who  is  so  much 

abused. 
Jeffry  wills  that  curly  black  hair 
To  Rosie  who  needs  it  cause  hers  is  so  rare. 
Strom  leaves  her  ability  to  catch  the  men 

on  sight 
To  those  who  work  for  years  and  then  its 

still  a  bad  plight. 
The  power  to  keep  a  great  secret  is  given 
To  Greengard  by  Jo  Van  but  will  we  be 

forgiven  ? 
Speedy  Nenon  leaves  her  energy  abundant 
Just   leaves   it,   thats   all,   need   we   be   so 

redundant  ? 
Van  Meter  leaves  the  backstroke  and  crawl 
To   Slider,    keep   working   Pat,   you'll   soon 

beat  them  all. 
Pen  donates  her  hours  spent  on  the  roof 

each   day 
To  any  one  Junior  who  has  out  grown  the 

time  for  play. 
They  all  laughed  when  Weill  got  up  to  sing 
They   didn't   know   Ritter   had   taught  her 

the  thing. 
Garner,    the    glamourous    wills    that    suit 

meant  for  bathing 
To  Cote — I  warn  you — the  remarks  will  be 

scathing. 
Reggie  wills  maps  for  leaving  a  stage 
To  keep  Delia  from  reaching  a  nice  old  age. 
Miriam  so  capable  in  any  kind  of  game 
Leaves  to  Campbell  her  sports  technique — 

her  start  to  fame. 
Selby  leaves  to  luckless  Barb  Torrence,  her 

story    technique,    the    senior's    abhor- 
rence. 


Tommie  leaves  that  brown-eyed  baby  star 
to  Jackie  Reed  to  keep  as  a  spare. 

Libby  leaves  her  job  of  "look-out"  in  hall- 
ways to  Betty  Taylor  to  cherish  for 
always. 

Bootsie  wills  her  speedie  talk  and  energetic 
ways  to  Emily  Brown  who  seems  to 
hide  her  talents  in  a  haze. 

Hurley  leaves  her  management  so  capable 
to  Newberry,  whose  efficiency  is  quite 
unescapable. 

Gen  leaves  her  alarm  clock  with  instructions 
on  setting  to  Martha  Lodwick  when 
teachers  at  appointments  are  fretting. 

Rosenblum  leaves  her  love  of  the  semi- 
classics  to  one  who'd  appreciate  them, 
Lillian    Ocasek. 

Ewing  leaves  her  aptitude  in  the  Captain's 
Spanish  class  to  Katie  Fewell.  It's  less 
painful    using    gas. 

Edwards  leaves  her  typing  skill  to  Barbara 
Reid  to  get  her  fill. 


SENIOR 
PROPHECY 


"Double,   double  toil  and  trouble 

Fire  burn  and  cauldron  bubble." 

Peer  in  the  magic  looking  glass 

For  the  44  prophecy  of  43's  class. 

First  to  the  past  let  us  turn  with  glee, 

To  last  year  when  we  inhabited  GPC, 

Rushed  down  to  the  smoker — to  puff  on  a 
weed 

Or  over  to  the  library,  Psychology  to  read. 

Heard  "Can  It  Be  Wrong"  'n  "As  Time 
Goes  By", 

Secretly  danced  in  the  smoker,  Mama  T's 
coming — fly ! 

To  the  Future  we  looked  with  eager  sus- 
pense, 

So  now  from  the  past,,  let  us  turn  thence. 

To  the  antics  and  actions,  when  "out  in  the 
world", 

Of  the  most  "proper"  'n  "improper'  of 
GPC  girls. 

Having  willed  (when  she  graduated), 
Clyde's   "C"  card  to  Lytton, 

Gerry  George  stays  at  home,  knitting 
Bundles   For   Britain. 

In  the  back  yard — an  oil  well,  of  no  small 
demean, 

They're  boring — not  for  oil,  but  gasoline. 

Jackie  Garner's  head  mistress  of  a  cor- 
respondence   school 


On  corresponding,  the  ethics  and  rule. 

Her  experience  in  making  people  write  bet- 
ter 

Came  from  Baby  Chick's  coaching — letter 
by  letter. 

Smith  and  Ritter  in  advertising  have  taken 

the  floor, 
And    are    turning    out    pamphlets    by    the 

score. 
To    try    to    convince    those    from    far-away 

leas, 
That   Texas    really    does   have    "water   and 

trees." 

Loie    Watkins,     our     belle     of     the      lithe 

physique, 
Is  giving  lessons  in  make-up  technique. 
Our  hearts  went  out  to  her  in  compassion, 
When  lipstick  became  next  on  the  list  "to 

ration". 

Katie  Runnels  is  creating  pleasant  diversion, 
By  conducting  a  "walking  through  Georgia" 

excursion. 
For  the  benefit  of  those,  sad  to  relate, 
Who  weren't  fortunate  enough  to  be  born 

in  that  state. 

Ree  Cottingham's  been  taken  to  the  heart 

of   the   nation, 
Her  "Oh,  You  Beautiful  Doll,'s"  a  sensation. 
Her  income's  increased  by  leaps  and  bounds, 

Our  Alexandria  lass,  Jewell  Younger  by 
name, 

Has  carved  out  a  niche  in  the  Hall  of 
Fame. 

By  writing  a  book,  with  the  army's  per- 
mission, 

"How  To  Judge  A  Man— By  Rank  and 
Commission." 

Miriam  Mire  with  a  typewriter  used  to 
shine, 

Now  she's  punching  a  defense  job  clock 
at    nine, 

Happy,  though  from  rules  and  regulations 
not  free, 

Secretarying  the  army  in  general — in  par- 
ticular, Lennie  B. 

Shirley   Harris,  with  the  aid  of  a  Charles 

Atlas    course, 
Has  become  a  woman   welder  of  force. 
Her  specialty,  steel  helmets,  their  uses  are 

plain, 
Protection  from  GPC's  ceiling,  which  falls 

with   the   rain. 

What    with    Hank    in    the    Aleutians,    and 

Gus   off   somewhere, 
Tommy's  lost  her  quiet  poise,  started  tear- 
ing her  hair. 


But  she's  putting  her  talents  to  work  for 
defense, 

Drawing  maps  of  the  world — for  thirty- 
nine  cents. 

And  Lucy  Lee  Ganier,  of  the  soft  South- 
ern   drawl, 

Had  no  trouble  finding  a  job  at  all. 

She's  delivering  lectures  near  and  far 

To  those  few  who're  convinced  that  the 
North   won   the   war. 

Nenon,  abider  by  the  golden  rule, 
Is  still  waiting  for  Johnny  to  finish  school. 
While  her  "energy  plus"  has  suffered  sadly, 
Sugar    rations    have    tightened,    and    she 
needs    it    so   badly. 

Jo  Van,  like  the  old  lady  who  lived  in  the 

shoe, 
Has  too  many  chillun  to  know  what  to  do. 
After  years  of  slaving  neath  Miss  Ramsey's 

eyes, 
In   preparation    for   washing    rompers    and 

pressing  ties, 
She's  decided  "Duty  divided  equally  among 

parents," 
So    she's    turned    her    housework    over    to 

Clarence. 

McCord  and  Kington  and  an  unknown  friend, 
Plan  next  year  in  Chicago  to  spend. 
Pat  and  Libby  to  the  Art  Institute  will  go, 
But  with  those   Ensigns   at   Northwestern, 
well — we  know. 

Nez,   as  you  remember,  had  yearnings   to- 
ward Beethoven, 
Her  musical  ability  is  easily  proven. 
But   she's   married  to   Charlie,   and  having 

her   troubles, 
Keeping  the  little  Mayhalls  from   navigat- 
ing mud  puddles. 

Annie  A.  is  causing  a  looking-glass  boom, 
By  installing  one  in  her  every  room. 
Course   we're   only  jealous   and   we'll   have 

to    say, 
We'd  "con"  ourselves  too,  were  we  Annie  A. 

What  with  Behney's  experience  at  house- 
keeping and  such, 

She's  aiding  "Mama  T"  in  her  checking — 
so   much. 

And  offering  courses  to  the  students  at 
large, 

In  dusting  and  sweeping,  and  all  free  of 
charge. 

Jane  Cassidy  with  those  winsome  Kentucky 

ways, 
Is    doing    dramatization    of    Shakespearean 

plays, 
Her  quiet  manner  ample  qualification, 
For  the  title  of  "lady"  in  any  situation. 


Little   Mac  is   running  a   "School  For  The 

Diet", 
Who's   motto   is — "We're   no   example,    you 

try    it." 

Ginny  Meiners,  concert  pianist,  is  well  on 

the    way 
With   her  two  bars   of  "Stardust" — to   ex- 
schoolmates  dismay. 
While    Strom,    air   observer,   has    profit   to 

show, 
From  that  first  flash  at  Gulf  Park,  "Two 

gulls — flying  low." 
Maggie  Aylor's  married  Joe — in  her  present 

happy  confusion, 
That's  really  the  only  logical  conclusion 
While  after  three  years  of  hearing  Cele  say 

"Encarnacion" 
Captain    de    Jaive    has    retired,    and    she 

teaches  alone. 

Mandy  Jemison  (having  acquired  two  new 
coats  of  tan) 

Is  singing  in  Harlem  with  Tab  Holloway's 
band. 

In  defense  of  her  profession,  Mandy 's  come- 
back is  squashing, 

Cause  it's  certainly  better  than  taking  in 
washing. 

Boots  D.  and  Selby  run  a  cooking  school, 
Where  "sit  as  you  work"  is  the  steadfast 

rule. 
Presided  over  by  Jo  Schillig  (Miss  Ramsey's 

prize  pupil) 
Now   you   know   I'm  really   a   liar   without 

scruple. 

Robin  aimed  at  librarian,  which  was  really 

quite  silly, 
'Cause  came  June  and  graduation,  and  she 

married  Billy. 
Ann  Edwards  now  assists  with  Psychology 

class, 
Six  more  outside  readings,  'n  then  she  will 

pass. 

Mary  D.  and  Reggie  run  an  Old  Sailors' 
Home 

A  refuge  for  seaman  who  return  from  the 
foam. 

Entertainment  is  plentiful,  Reggie  tap- 
dances    nights, 

And  for  daytime  diversion,  Mary  D.  recites. 

Helen  Ewing  with  Psychology  aimed  to  go 
on, 

But  in  Fate's  chess  game,  she's  only  a 
pawn. 

Her  Psychology  deserted  her,  she  couldn't 
say  "no." 

So  she's  married  to  Jack,  off  to  Washing- 
ton  will  go. 

Marguerite  B.  has  gone  out  for  defense, 


On  the  side  of  the  Waacs  has  put  in  her 
two  cents. 

She's  enthusiastic — with  their  viewpoint 
conforms, 

That  "best-dressed  women  now  are  in  uni- 
forms." 

Royce  plays  Boogie  Woogie  in  a  New  York 

cafe 
At  the  end  of  each  number  a  few  words 

does  say. 
To  convince  the  public  by  "word  of  mouth," 
That    English    is   spoken    in    the    Arkansas 

South. 

Pinky   Acree   designs   hairbows   —  with    a 

definite    flair, 
Patterned    after    those    she    wore    in    her 

hair. 
Their  gigantic  size  leaves  no  one  in  doubt, 

that 
If    there's    a    wind — DO    NOT    wear    them 

out! 

Barb  Van  Meter,  our  talented  swimmer, 
Has  gone  on  a  diet,  gotten  even  slimmer, 
Her  reduced  size  has  enabled  her  to   give 

exhibitions, 
For  the  "lose  weight  and  save  on  material" 
expositions. 

Darryl's  running  for  President  (having  been 
inspired) 

By  that  Teddy  Roosevelt  role  that  she  ac- 
quired 

In  her  her  graduate  recital,  and  on  the  side 

She's  learning  to  blow  the  bugle,  and 
"Rough   ride." 

Jean    Hurley,    our    artist    of    the    humane 

charm, 
Has  founded  a  home  to  keep  animals  from 

harm, 
With  a  special  place  in  the  menagerie, 
For  those  mice  in  her  room  at  GPC. 

Gen  Leake's  chosen  dancing  as  a  profession, 

But  her  trip  to  New  York's '  brought  only 
depression. 

Jim  was  sent  there  (assuredly)  by  an  of- 
ficial  transfer, 

But  they've  kept  him  so  busy,  he's  not 
able  to  see  HER. 

Shirley  Anderson's  still  in  her  Iowa  home. 

Though  suitors  come  daily  to  beg  her  to 
roam. 

She's  still  undecided  'twist  Barton   'n  Jim, 

The  last  one  she  sees,  she's  sure  it  is  him. 

Pen  Schaefer  finally  consented  to  come 
down  from  the  tower, 

Having  at  last  acquired  that  desired  hun- 
dredth  hour. 


High   altitudes    scare   her — from   observing 

she's    fled, 
(P.S.  Now  she's  a  flagpole  sitter  instead.) 

Our  own  Mrs.  Brasher,  and  Mama  T. — still 

inhabit  the  halls  at  GPC. 
One  more  class  like  ours,  and  sad  to  tell, 
They'll  finish  their  lives  in  a  padded  cell. 

You've    heard    of    the    finger   that   "writes 

and  moves  on," 
If  it  patterns  this  scribe,  it's  much  better 

gone. 
"One  for  the  money,  two  for  the  show,  three 

to  make  ready" — Bye-bye,   I  must   go. 
— Joe  Schillig. 


HIGH  SCHOOL 

WILL  and 

PROPHECY 


We  must  admit  we're  quite  a  class 

With  talents  we  are  filled 

And  to  the  lower  classmen 

These  talents  we  do  will — 

I*  *■ 

All  the  great  brains  of  Kathaleen  Adams 

Go  to  Irmazell  Harris,  who  wishes  she  had 

'em, 
We   find   Kathaleen   now,   with   brains   and 

more, 
Raising  Quiz  Kids  by  the  score. 

Our  Kathryn  Armstrong,  we  have  found, 
In  mining  gold,  miles  under  ground 
And  since  she's  the  weakling  of  this  affair, 
All    her   tall,    lean   weakness   goes    to    Dice 
McNair. 

When  walking  down  Broadway,  you're  bound 

to  see 
Corinna,  alias  Johnnie  Bennett,  the  toast  of 

Paree 
All  her  beauty  and  all  her  charm 
She  leaves  to  Mae  Harwood,  so 
Dave's  heart  she  can  warm 

We  find  Betty  Branch  in  the  White  House 

now, 
The  first  woman  president 
And  man,  she's  a  wow ! 
She  wills  all  her  talents  to  Nancy  Mahery, 
Oh  what  a  lucky  guy  Mahey  will  marry! 

Frances  Culley's   a   surgeon,   she's   best    on 

the  brain, 
So  go  to  see  her  if  you  think  you  aren't  sane. 


She  leaves  to  Kay  Taylor  her  quiet  feminine 

ways 
May  they  bless  and  be  with  you,  Kay 
All  of  your  days. 

Now  comes  Dot  Curry  with  her  voice  oh  so 

soaring, 
And  on  love  story  programs 
She  leaves  hearts  a-glowing, 
She  gives  her  soft  voice  that  we  all  love 

so  fondly, 
To  that  soft  spoken,  demure  Miss  Martha 

Townley. 
"Ducky"  Duckworth  is  with  Arthur  Murray 
Teaching  dancing  in  a  hurry 
Her  dancing  talent,  we  now  tell 
Is  by  her  willed  to  Bonnie  Bell. 

The  new  Etiquette  book  that  is  read  by  all 
Was  written  by  our  own  Marty  Duvall — 
She  wills  her  glamour  and  poise 
That's  rocked  all  the  nation 
To  Sybil  Ann  Elder  to  use,  while  on  vaca- 
tion. 

Jackie  Jackson  has  gotten  a  kite  and  hitch- 
ed it  to  a  bomber  flight 
She  wills  her  way  with  flying  men 
To  any  pilot  loving  friend. 

Gin  Lindholm,  the  owner  of  a  ten-year  old 

nag, 
Thinks  the  Kentucky  Derby  she  has  in  a  bag 
She  wills  her  peroxide  and  ammonia  bottle 
To  every  litte  Gulf  Park  tattle. 

Pokie  Rhodes  is  in  Florida  this  year 
Taking  sun  baths  galore  so  we  hear. 
She   wills   her  brown   eyes   and  dark   com- 
plexion 
To  Judy  Hazen,  till  resurrection. 

Frances  Wickliffe  owns  a  barber  shop  de- 
light, 
She's  the  best  womna  hair  cutter, 
Open   day  and  night, 
She  gracefully  wills  her  hajr-cutting  art 
To  Jan  Herrick,  in  case  she  wants  to  start. 

Betty  Runyon  is  now  a  Powers  girl 
Modeling  clothes  for  New  York  shops,  over 

the  entire  world 
She  wills  her  books  on  how  to  diet 
To  any  one  who  wants  to  try  it. 

Virginia   Mitchell   has    sailed    the   sea    and 

oceans, 
But  her  sailor  hubby  has  all  her  devotion 
She  wills  her  way  with  sailor  men 
To  every  ocean  loving  friend. 

Ann  Windham   is  a  typist,   the  fastest   in 

the  land 
She   can   type   without   making   one   singel 

mistake 


And  using  just  one  hand, 

I   think  it's   only  fair   since   Ginia  Lowery 

loves  it  so 
That  this  great  typing  genius,  to  her  does 

rightly  go. 
Martha  Nash  is  a  model  for  Petty 
Her  figure  beats  even  great  Hedy. 
She  wills  this  figure,  without  making  any 

cracks, 
To   Maxine   Sheldon   to   keep   up   with   her 

Jacks. 

Mary  Ada  Strickland  is  now  a  great  dancer 
Every  Beau  Brummel  tries  to  romance  her 
She  gives  her  dainty  and  dancing  ways  to 
Lynn  Schapiro  to  correct  her  ways. 

Martha  Ricketts  has  married  a  preacher 
And  settled  down  as  a  missionary  teacher 
She  wills  her  loud  voice  strong  vocal  lung 
To  one  who  sure  needs  it,Torchy  Young. 
Peg  Woolfolk's  a  Phys-Ed.  instructor 
Teaching  soft  ball,  hockey  and  swimming 
She  holds  all  her  classes  at  the  Y.  M.  C.  A. 
Since  she  can't  get  along  with  the  women 
She  wills  all  her  pent  up  energy 
(And  of  this  will  you  please  take  note) 
To  the  high  school  class  of  '44 
So  they'll  be  sure  to  win  the  Goat. 

Mickey  McNair  is  a  swimming  queen 
In  this  field  there's  no  better  to  be  seen. 
She  wills  this  talent,  and  may  luck  be  with 

her, 
To  a  land  loving  gal,  Miss  Mary  D.  Frischer. 

Liz  McLendon  has  gotten  her  start 

She  joined  the  WAACs   and   is   doing  her 

part. 
She  wills  her  quiet  and  charming  way 
To  Patsy  Robinson  to  use  on  G.  C.  M.  A. 

Elsa  Jones  is  in  the  Cavalry, 

A  lieutenant  I  might  add. 

She  wills  her  talent  in  horsemanship 

To  Virginia  Cartwright  who  needs  it  bad. 

Marian  Kingsberry  is  up  and  rising 

Her  acting  ability  is  something  surprising 

She  wills   her  blue  eyes, 

With  their  come  hither  air 

To  Alicia  Calles,  we  think  that's  only  fair 

Betty  Ludeau  now  lives  on  a  farm 
Where  she  keeps  all  her  piggies  from  harm 
She  leaves  her  primness,  preciseness 
And  habit  of  being  late 

To    Frances   Jean    Sugar,    her    sweet    suite 

mate. 
Shirley  Morris  is  married  to  Max 
In  her  marrige  there's  nothing  that  lacks 
Her  motherly  ways  she  proudly  donates 
To  Cammie  Hubbard,  oh  my,  how  she  rates ! 
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Betty  Money  is  now  a  great  welder 
In  this  art,  there's  nothing  to  tell  her. 
She  leaves  her  way  of  being  bad 
To  Joan  Castle  who's  so  good  it's  sad. 

Betty  Woolfolk  is  in  Cuba; 

Married   to  T.  D. 

She's  got  a  Cuban  accent  and  has 

Learned  to  say  Si,  Si ! 

She   wills   her  personality   and   her   catchy 

little  smile 
To  every  single  Gulf  Park  girl 
To  keep  her  right  in  style. 

And  now  our  will  is  ended, 
Our   prophecy    is   done — 
This  poem  is  near  completion 
Except   for  only  one. 
We  prophecy  that   Gulf  Park 
From  our  memory  will  never  part 
And  we  will  to  her  our  thanks 
And  most  of  all,  our  hearts. 


MYSTERY 


Night  suddenly  descends  on  that  por- 
tion of  the  Gulf  Park  campus  between 
Lloyd  and  Hardy  Halls.  The  distinctness 
of  the  setting  is  beginning  to  be  blurred ; 
blackness  is  surrounding  ordinarily  familiar 
objects.  The  white  of  the  road  and  side- 
walk and  the  green  of  the  grass  are  still 
faintly  discernible,  but  even  in  the  same 
instant  are  becoming  dim.  The  Lloyd 
Hall  lights  and  the  lamp  post  outside  Hardy 
Hall  contrast  strangely  with  the  coming 
dark.  The  approach  of  nightfall  brings  with 
it  a  gloom  that  lends  mystery  to  one  of  the 
most  common  scenes  on  the  campus. 

— Mary   Nusbaum. 


MY   ROOM 


No  less  welcome  is  the  green  oasis  to 
a  weary  desert  traveler,  than  is  my  room 
to  me  now,  as  it  affords  an  oasis  of  quiet 
and  serenity,  The  silence  rings  against 
the  subtle  confusion  of  the  world  beyond 
my  four  walls.  The  distant  and  incessant 
boom  of  guns;  bird  voices  valiantly  com- 
peting; the  shuffle  of  reluctant  feet;  the 
hum  of  subdued  voices.  White  light  tears 
the  room  asunder,  in  its  quiet,  happy  way ; 
china  horses,  gallantly  holding  their  respec- 
tive plants,  cavort  on  the  window  sills ;  the 
grey,  bare  branches,  hopelessly  tangle 
themselves;  the  smoky  blue  of  the  sky 
makes  a  background  for  everything.  A 
gentle  token  of  approaching  spring  ripples 
the  drapes  and  continues  on  into  the  room 
to  stir  up  the  heady  fragrance  of  perfume. 
As  I  sit  and  experience  these  things,  I  am 
glad  to  be  alive. 

Jessie    Pittman. 


Senior -Soph  Prom 
A  Beautiful  Event 
In  Spring  Garden  Motif 


The  annual  Senior-Sophomore  Prom  was 
held  in  the  college  auditorium  Saturday 
night,  May  22.  Music  for  the  occasion  was 
furnished  by  the  Merchant  Marine  orches- 
tra of  the  training  school  at  Henderson 
Point,    Pass    Christian,    Mississippi. 

The  auditorium  was  beautifully  dec- 
orated to  represent  a  spring  garden.  Palms, 
pink  gladioli,  and  white  orleanders  were 
placed  here  and  there  in  baskets  to  carry 
out  the  theme. 

In  the  receiving  line  were  President  and 
Mrs.  Cox;  Miss  Evans,  sponsor  of  the 
Senior  Class ;  Miss  Beachler,  sponsor  of 
the  High  School  Class;  and  officers  of  the 
two  classes. 

Refreshments  were  served  in  the  court 
which  proved  to  be  a  popular  place  through- 
out the  evening  as  benches  had  been  placed 
at  vantage  points  where  lights  were  not 
too  bright.  There  was  also  a  beautiful  full 
moon  to  gaze  upon. 

At  eleven-thirty,  the  National  Anthem 
was  played  and  two  graduating  classes  of 
Gulf  Park  said  bood-bye  to  young  men  from 
out  of  town  and  from  various  bases  around 
school  whom  they  had  learned  to  like  dur- 
ing their  stay  on  the  Mississippi  Gulf  Coast. 


RAIN 

It  was  a  rainy  afternoon  that  I  was 
standing  on  the  pier.  The  rain  drops  made 
shiny  silver  circles  on  the  rough  water. 
The  sky  was  a  dismal  blue-gray.  A  salt 
tang  of  wind  blown  rain  beat  upon  my 
lips.  A  fishing  boat  was  tossing  carelessly 
about  and  the  white  capped  sea  angrily 
pounded  against  the  squeaky  pier.  Overhead 
a  snowy  sea  gull  flapped  its  broad  wings 
with  ease. 

The  rain  stopped  with  all  the  sudden- 
ness that  it  had  started  and  the  water  was 
calm  as  an  inland  lake.  The  cool  salty 
breeze  dried  my  face.  The  fishing  boat 
again  floated  quietly  on  the  once  disturbed 
waters.     All  was  placid  and  silent. 

—Sally  Cole 
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Joan    Gunnell 

As  a  beautiful  poem  lives  eternally  so  shall  Jodie  be  ever- 
lasting in  my  memory  and  in  our  hearts  until  the  time  when 
we  shall  join  her  in  the  tranquility  of  the  other  world. 

She  was  like  the  white  rose  bud  bursting  forth  to  greet 
the  silver  dew  of  an  early  spring  morn,  but  taken  tenderly 
away  by  a  kind  hand  who  thought  the  bud  too  beautiful  to 
be  left  to  swelter  under  the  approaching,  blistering  rays  of 
the  noon  day  sun.  God  needed  the  purity  or  a  rose  to  brighten 
His  mansion,  and  He  gathered  the  bud  from  the  white-rose 
bush  to  blend  with  the  blue  of  His  heaven  in  the  peace  beyond. 

Jodie  captured  our  softer  feelings  with  her  understanding, 
sympathetic  ways.  She  inspired  us  to  love  life  as  God  would 
have  us  love  it.  She  showed  us  the  beauty  in  life  by  her  love 
of  art.  She  was  like  a  light  that  guides  the  wanderer  through 
the  night.  In  life  she  was  a  thing  of  beauty;  in  death  she  is  a 
memory  of  youth,  of  freshness,  and  of  sweetness. 

With  the  fleeting  of  the  years,  we  shall  hold  the  memory 
of  this  lovely  young  maiden  dear  to  us,  and  thinking  of  her 
we  shall  remember,  too,  the  lines  of  William  Cullen  Bryant. 

"And  then  I  think  of  one  who  in  her  youthful  beauty 

died, 
The  fair  meek  blossom  that  grew  up  and   faded   by 

my  side. 
In  the  cold  moist  earth  we  laid  her,  when  the  forest 

cast  the  leaf, 
And  we  wept  that  one  so  lovely  should  have  a  life  so 

brief: 
Yet   not   unmeet    it   was   that   one    like    that   young 

friend   of   ours, 
So  gentle  and  so  beautiful,   should   perish   with   the 

flowers." 

Ester  Schilling. 
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Skilled  Manege 
Wins  War  Bonds 
In  Grand   Finale 

The  Gulf  Park  horse  show,  of  the  Bit 
and  Spur  Club,  under  the  direction  of  Mrs. 
J.  E.  Behney,  instructor  in  riding,  was  given 
on  the  college  athletic  field  on  Friday  after- 
noon, May  28,  at  3:45  o'clock.  Mrs.  Behney 
was  assisted  by  Miss  Betty  June  Behney 
and  Miss  Dina  McNair,  both  of  whom  have 
developed  their  riding  skills  under  Mrs. 
Behney 's  masterful  guidance  and  are  eligible 
for  proficiency  riding  certificates  at  gradu- 
ation. The  exhibition,  which  is  an  annual 
event  of  the  commencement  season,  was  the 
source  of  widespread  interest  evidenced  by 
the  attendance ;  and  the  entrants  acquitted 
themselves  with  finesse  and  confidence. 

The  horse  show  was  the  grand  finale 
of  the  school  year's  work  in  riding;  and 
members  from  all  the  classes,  from  the 
beginners  to  the  most  advanced  students, 
took  part  in  the  program.  As  a  very  special 
feature  of  the  afternoon's  exhibit,  Betty 
June  Behney,  an  exceptionally  dexterous 
young  horse-woman,  took  a  varied  and  in- 
teresting course  of  high  jumps  with  Mrs. 
Behney 's  horse,  Rustic  II,  a  mare,  and  Right 
For'ard,   a  gelding. 

Having  had  instruction  in  how  to  hold 
the  reins,  how  to  sit  in  the  saddle,  how  to 
use  the  legs  and  spurs,  how  to  overcome 
the  horse's  first  defense,  how  to  make  the 
horse  take  the  proper  lead,  etc.,  the  classes 
were  judged  on  the  counts  both  of  form 
and  horsemanship.  Instead  of  the  conven- 
tional loving  cups,  United  States  war  stamps 
were  awarded  to  the  winners  in  each  com- 
petition. 

The  program  and  the  riders  with  their 
horses  in  each  class  were  as  follows: 

Seat  and  Hands  Class — A  Class  Students: 

To  be  judged  on  Horsemanship  and  Form 
Martha  Lodwick,  riding  Gold  Coin;  Anne 
Windham,  riding  Five  O'clock ;  Helen  Ewing, 
riding  Doll;  Mae  Harwood,  riding  Rosie; 
Virginia  Meiners,  riding  Copper ;  Delia  Park- 
er, riding  Sazarak;  Joan  Sayers,  riding 
Gretchen;  Betty  Anne  Lyons,  riding  Gypsy. 

D  Class  Students: 

To  be  judged  the  same  as  Class  A 

Following  the  services,  tne  student 
body,  the  faculty,  and  the  guests  assembled 
in  the  court  to  honor  the  Seniors  and  their 
Torchbearers.  Several  original  Junior  and 
Senior  Alma  Maters  were  sung.  Jean  Smith, 
president  of  the  Senior  Class,  gave  a  toast 
to   the   Torchbearers,   and   a   response   was 


RUSTIC  II 


Rosie;  Elsa  Jones,  riding  Gretchen;  Betty 
Lee  Kraft,  riding  Sazarak;  Mariana  Mc- 
Nair,   riding    Copper. 

Seat  and  Hands  Class — C  Class  Students: 

To  be  judged  the  same  as  Class  A 
Patsy  Robinse-n,  riding  Rosie;  Natalie 
Thompson,  riding  Gypsy;  Frances  Shields, 
riding  Gretchen;  Joan  Westervelt,  riding 
Jeff;  Robin  Sheets,  riding  Doll;  Irmazel 
Harris,  riding  Copper;  Joan  Westervelt,  rid- 
ing Jeff. 

Seat  and  Hands  Class — B  Class  Students: 

To  be  judged  the  same  as  Class  A 
Mildred  Rayburn,  riding  Jeff;  Sally 
Cote,  riding  Gypsy;  Catherine  Fewell,  rid- 
ing Copper;  Betty  Money,  riding  Gretchen; 
Natalie  King,  riding  Doll;  Libby  Kington, 
riding  Rosie;  Jean  Sugar,  riding  Jeff. 

Bridling  and   Saddling   Contest: 

Diana  McNair,  riding  Gold  Coin;  Anne 
Campbell,  riding  Gypsy;  Betty  Lee  Krafft, 
ding  Rosie;  Elsa  Jones,  riding  Gretchen; 
."ariana  McNair,  riding  Copper ;  Anne  Wind- 
am,  riding  Jeff;  Betty  Anne  Lyons,  rid- 
lg  Five  O'clock. 

xhibition  Jumping: 

Betty   June    Behney,    riding    Rustic    II, 
jetty  June   Behney,  riding  Right   For'ard. 


Joan    Gunnell 

As  a  beautiful  poem  lives  eternally  so  shall  Jodie  be  ever- 
lasting in  my  memory  and  in  our  hearts  until  the  time  when 
we  shall  join  her  in  the  tranquility  of  the  other  world. 

She  was  like  the  white  rose  bud  bursting  forth  to  greet 
the  silver  dew  of  an  early  spring  morn,  but  taken  tenderly 
away  by  a  kind  hand  who  thought  the  bud  too  beautiful  to 
be  left  to  swelter  under  the  approaching,  blistering  rays  of 
the  noon  day  sun.  God  needed  the  purity  or  a  rose  to  brighten 
His  mansion,  and  He  gathered  the  bud  from  the  white-rose 
bush  to  blend  with  the  blue  of  His  heaven  in  the  peace  beyond. 

Jodie  captured  our  softer  feelings  with  her  understanding, 
sympathetic  ways.  She  inspired  us  to  love  life  as  God  would 
have  us  love  it.  She  showed  us  the  beauty  in  life  by  her  love 
of  art.  She  was  like  a  light  that  guides  the  wanderer  through 
the  night.  In  life  she  was  a  thing  of  beauty;  in  death  she  is  a 
memory  of  youth,  of  freshness,  and  of  sweetness. 

With  the  fleeting  of  the  years,  we  shall  hold  the  memory 
of  this  lovely  young  maiden  dear  to  us,  and  thinking  of  her 
we  shall  remember,  too,  the  lines  of  William  Cullen  Bryant. 

"And  then  I  think  of  one  who  in  her  youthful  beauty 

died, 
The  fair  meek  blossom  that  grew  up  and  faded  by 

my  side. 
In  the  cold  moist  earth  we  laid  her,  when  the  forest 

cast  the  leaf, 
And  we  wept  that  one  so  lovely  should  have  a  life  so 

brief: 
Yet   not    unmeet    it   was   that   one    like    that   young 

friend  of   ours, 
So  gentle  and  so  beautiful,   should   perish   with   the 

flowers." 

Ester  Schilling. 


of  the  lovely  old  song  by  a  sextet  com- 
posed of  Frances  Shaffer,  Ordell  Sawyer, 
Helen  Templeton,  Mary  Frances  Jemison, 
Bonnie  Murray,  and  Gerry  George.  Helen 
Templeton  and  Frances  Shaffer  each  added 
their  own  special  bits  by  singing  solos  thus 
ending  an  unforgetable  service. 


Skilled  Manege 
Wins  War  Bonds 
In  Grand   Finale 

The  Gulf  Park  horse  show,  of  the  Bit 
and  Spur  Club,  under  the  direction  of  Mrs. 
J.  E.  Behney,  instructor  in  riding,  was  given 
on  the  college  athletic  field  on  Friday  after- 
noon, May  28,  at  3:45  o'clock.  Mrs.  Behney 
was  assisted  by  Miss  Betty  June  Behney 
and  Miss  Dina  McNair,  both  of  whom  have 
developed  their  riding  skills  under  Mrs. 
Behney's  masterful  guidance  and  are  eligible 
for  proficiency  riding  certificates  at  gradu- 
ation. The  exhibition,  which  is  an  annual 
event  of  the  commencement  season,  was  the 
source  of  widespread  interest  evidenced  by 
the  attendance;  and  the  entrants  acquitted 
themselves  with  finesse  and  confidence. 

The  horse  show  was  the  grand  finale 
of  the  school  year's  work  in  riding;  and 
members  from  all  the  classes,  from  the 
beginners  to  the  most  advanced  students, 
took  part  in  the  program.  As  a  very  special 
feature  of  the  afternoon's  exhibit,  Betty 
June  Behney,  an  exceptionally  dexterous 
young  horse-woman,  took  a  varied  and  in- 
teresting course  of  high  jumps  with  Mrs. 
Behney's  horse,  Rustic  II,  a  mare,  and  Right 
For'ard,   a  gelding. 

Having  had  instruction  in  how  to  hold 
the  reins,  how  to  sit  in  the  saddle,  how  to 
use  the  legs  and  spurs,  how  to  overcome 
the  horse's  first  defense,  how  to  make  the 
horse  take  the  proper  lead,  etc.,  the  classes 
were  judged  on  the  counts  both  of  form 
and  horsemanship.  Instead  of  the  conven- 
tional loving  cups,  United  States  war  stamps 
were  awarded  to  the  winners  in  each  com- 
petition. 

The  program  and  the  riders  with  their 
horses  in  each  class  were  as  follows: 

Seat  and  Hands  Class — A  Class  Students: 

To  be  judged  on  Horsemanship  and  Form 
Martha  Lodwick,  riding  Gold  Coin;  Anne 
Windham,  riding  Five  O'clock ;  Helen  Ewing, 
riding  Doll;  Mae  Harwood,  riding  Rosie; 
Virginia  Meiners,  riding  Copper ;  Delia  Park- 
er, riding  Sazarak;  Joan  Sayers,  riding 
Gretchen;  Betty  Anne  Lyons,  riding  Gypsy. 

D  Class  Students: 

To  be  judged  the  same  as  Class  A 
Jan    Herick,    riding    Gretchen;    Maxine 
Kendrick,  riding  Rosie;  Lula  Jane  Cahoon, 
riding  Doll. 

Jumping  Class — Class  A  Students 

Horsemanship  50%  ;  Form  50% 
Anne     Campbell,     riding     Gypsy;    Joan 
Sayers,  riding  Copper;  Diana  McNair,  rid- 
ing   Gold    Coin;    Alice    Weatherly,    riding 
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Rosie;  Elsa  Jones,  riding  Gretchen;  Betty 
Lee  Kraft,  riding  Sazarak;  Mariana  Mc- 
Nair,   riding    Copper. 

Seat  and  Hands  Class — C  Class  Students: 

To  be  judged  the  same  as  Class  A 
Patsy  Robinssm,  riding  Rosie;  Natalie 
Thompson,  riding  Gypsy;  Frances  Shields, 
riding  Gretchen;  Joan  Westervelt,  riding 
Jeff;  Robin  Sheets,  riding  Doll;  Irmazel 
Harris,  riding  Copper;  Joan  Westervelt,  rid- 
ing Jeff. 

Seat  and  Hands  Class — B  Class  Students: 

To  be  judged  the  same  as  Class  A 
Mildred  Rayburn,  riding  Jeff;  Sally 
Cote,  riding  Gypsy;  Catherine  Fewell,  rid- 
ing Copper;  Betty  Money,  riding  Gretchen; 
Natalie  King,  riding  Doll;  Libby  Kington, 
riding  Rosie;  Jean  Sugar,  riding  Jeff. 

Bridling  and   Saddling  Contest: 

Diana  McNair,  riding  Gold  Coin;  Anne 
Campbell,  riding  Gypsy;  Betty  Lee  Krafft, 
riding  Rosie;  Elsa  Jones,  riding  Gretchen; 
Mariana  McNair,  riding  Copper ;  Anne  Wind- 
ham, riding  Jeff;  Betty  Anne  Lyons,  rid- 
ing Five  O'clock. 

Exhibition  Jumping: 

Betty  June  Behney,  riding  Rustic  II, 
Betty  June   Behney,  riding  Right   For'ard. 
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Inez  Hooge,  Rogce  Jefferq 
In  Piano  Recital 


A  certificate  recital  in  piano  was  given 
by  Inez  Hooge  and  Royce  Jeffery,  on  May 
5th.  The  following  program  was  pre- 
sented: 

INEZ  CATHERINE  HOOGE,  Painist 

Polichinell    - Rachmanioff 

Soirees  de  Vienne Schubert-Liszt 

Waltz  in  A  flat,  op.  34  No.-  1 Chopin 

Rondo  Capriccioso Mendelssohn 

ROYCE    JEFFERY,    Pianist 

Danse   Negre   Scott 

Polish    Song    : Chopin-Liszt 

Ragamuffin     ; Ireland 

Isle  of  Shadows Palmgren 

Cracovienne    Paderewski 


Mr.  Davies  Writes 
New  Torchbearer  Song 

A  new  song  was  added  to  the  Torch- 
bearer  Service.  This  was  a  duet  sung  by 
Jo  Schillig  and  Tom  Sawyer.  Both  words 
and  music  were  written  by  Mr.  Davies. 

Sunset,  and  the  pause  of  evening. 
Soft  fade  the  shadows  'neath  the  pine. 
Twilight   o'er   the   earth    is    stealing, 
Nature  is  stilled  and  silence  reigns. 

Constant  in  the  thought  of  love  enduring. 
On  high  we  lift  our  lights,  to  bear  them 

bravely  thru'  the  night, 
Bright    with    hope    renewed    and    strength 

assuring, 
Be  to  us  a  shield,  a  shield  of  right. 

Shine  bright,  torches   softly  burning, 
Strong  light,  light  of  faith  and  sacrifice, 
Now  our  path  illume,  'till  dawn  is  won. 


Graduation  Music 
Features  Solos,  Chorus 


Solos : 

Serenade Schubert 

Sing  to  me,  Sing Homer 

Miss  Lois  Smith 

Non  Nobis   Solum   Davies 

The  Year's   at  the   Spring   Coin 

Chorus : 

Jackie  Garner,  Barbara  Reynolds,  Jane 
McElroy,,  Marion  Greene,  Robin  Sheets,  Helen 
Templeton,  Frances  Schaefer,  Betty  Red- 
ding, Lucy  Lee  Gainer,  Mary  Frances  Jami- 
son, Pidgie  Jasper,  Ordell  Sawyer,  Jackie 
Jackson,  Gerry  George,  Joan  Mills,  Jo 
Schillig. 
Solos  at  Graduation  Banquet 

A  Dream Grieg 

Little  Boy  Love Ronald 

Ordell  Sawyer 


Six  Earn  Phi  Theta  Keg 

The  "wise  old  owl"  definitely  has  noth- 
ing on  G.  P.  C,  'cause  a  whole  group  of 
new  "wise  little  owlets"  have  begun  their 
first  predatory  wing-flapping.  Just  in  case 
you're  not  "up"  on  the  private  lives  of  owls, 
why — perhaps  we'd  better  tell  you  that  in 
this  case  the  new  group  are:  Joan  Sayers, 
Joy  Goff,  Mary  Nushbuam,  Ginger  Kirk, 
Ann  Lampton,  and  Betty  Ann  Taylor  'n 
they've  recently  been  elected  into  Phi  Theta 
Kappa  for  minding  their  P's  'n  Q's,  but 
even  more  especially  for  minding  their 
ABC's.  Congratulations  to  all  of  those 
who've  earned  the  right  to  wander  round, 
laden  with  books  'n  wisdom — and  to  wear 
over  their  heart  the  key  of  Phi  Theta. 

'N  the  wise  old  owl  said,   "Who,   who 

who?" 
With  a  little  more  studying,   it  might 
be  you! 


IMAGERY 

The  dotted-Swiss  curtains  flutter  gently 
like  the  wings  of  a  white  dove.  The  sun- 
shine flooding  in  the  open  window  catches 
small  dust  particles  and  lends  them  the 
glow  of  a  mirror.  The  sunshine  and  the 
sound  of  a  Hawaiian  love  song  give  warmth. 
Outside  the  emerald  lawn  blends  with  the 
indistinguishable  sapphire  of  gulf  and  sky. 
— Elizabeth  Adams. 
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Toast  To  The 
May  Queen 


Full   glorious   is   the  May  Day 
Which   shines  with   heavenly   light 
While  we  with  festive  spirit 
In  song  and  dance  unite. 

Quite  early  in  the  morning, 
When    dew    was    everywhere, 
We  went  and  bathed  our  faces 
To  make  them  bright  and  fair. 

To  greet  the  lovely  lady, 
The  happy  Queen  of  May, 
Who  comes  to-day  to  mingle  with 
The   subjects   of  her  sway. 

We   danced   around  the   May-pole, 
We  joined  the  doll  parade; 
We  saw  the  sweeps  a-capering 
And  cheered  the  fine  milk-maid, 

We  went  into  the  country 

And  plucked  an  Elm  twig 

That  we  might  wear  on  May  Day 

The   narrow-leafed   sprig. 

We  made  us  fragrant  garlands 
Of  jasmine   and   of  rose 
And  decked  our  house  as  gaily 
As  any  garden  that  grows. 

We  did  all  this  to  honor 
Our  sovereign  for  a  day, 
To  whom  we  make  obeisance 
For  whom  we  jest  and  play. 

Now,  then,  we  come  to  offer 
A   toast   to   royalty, 
Drunk  from  a  flower  chalice 
And   pledged  in  fealty. 

So  here's  to  brave,  bold  Robin  Hood 
Who  was  first  Lord  of  May; 
Here's  to  fair  Maid  Marian 
Who  wore  the  crown  that  day. 

Here's  to  the  dew-pearled  morning, 
Arising  from  the  East; 
Here's  to  the  Morris  dancers, 
Here's    to   the    flower    feast. 


Here's  to  the  maids-in-waiting, 
Here's  to  the  courtiers  gay; 
Here's  to  the  spirit  of  new-born  life — 
Here's  to  the  Queen  of  May. 


Beauty  of  Art 
Inspires  3  Moods 

To  me  a  beautiful  art,  any  kind  of  an 
art  can  leave  me  in  three  moods.  Each  a 
complete  transition  of  the  other.  When  I 
see  a  beautiful  painting,  I  gaze  upon  it, 
until  I  suddenly  feel  intoxicated  with  a 
love  for  the  beauty  of  life  around  me.  My 
first  impulse  is  to  turn  to  someone  near 
and  cry  out,  "Do  you  feel  as  I  do?  Do  you 
see  depth  and  beauty  and  the  stories  it 
tells?"  And  when  I  see  the  person  beside 
me  feels  as  strong  as  I  do,  I  want  to  stay 
near  him  and  learn  of  his  feeling,  but  all 
I  can  do  is  turn  and  gaze  some  more; 
conscious  of  the  fullness  in  my  heart,  and 
thank  God  for  putting  such  artists  on  earth, 
who  can  portray  their  sensitive  feelings  on 
a  canvas,  so  others  may  see  as  they  do. 

Suddenly  I  want  to  turn  away  and  cry — 
to  wonder  desperately  why  I  am  allowed 
to  live  on  an  earth  where  such  beauty 
reigns  everywhere.  Why  can't  I  give  beauty, 
instead  of  selfishly  drinking  it  in?  I  want 
to  create  something  like  this;  I  want  to 
give  people  the  same  feeling  I  have.  I  want 
to  show  them  more  beauty  such  as  this;  a 
beauty  that  can  melt  hard  unappreciative 
hearts,  that  can  lift  people  from  a  loose 
life  to  one  high  with  beauty  of  spirit  to  a 
heaven  on  earth.  The  way  this  picture  can 
lift  me.  But  sadly  I  know  I  cannot  enrich 
people's  lives  with  my  art ;  I  am  not  an  artist, 
I  can  only  see  and  feel  for  myself  the 
beauty  of  a  painting.  Oh,  why  must  I  sit 
back  unable  to  show  unfeeling  people  how 
to  feel? 

My  third  mood  tells  me  to  run  away 
while  I  still  feel  the  richness  of  this  pic- 
ture, to  run  to  my  desk  and  write — write 
and  tell  people  they  too  can  feel  joy  and 
inspiration,  no  matter  how  troubled  their 
minds  may  be.  For  art  is  a  cure;  a  wonder- 
ful cure  for  troubled  hearts.  But  alas,  I 
cannot  write,  because  the  minute  I  have 
stepped  out  of  the  building,  I  see  my 
friends,  and  induced  by  their  gay  chatter, 
I  have  lost  my  mood,  and  I  enter  again  into 
the  spirit  of  gayety — and  so  again  my 
fickle  mind  has  played  a  trick  on  me. 

— Barbara  Torrance. 
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ART  STUDIO 


Gulf  Park  Host  To 
Art  Exhibition 


It  is  not  often  that  the  faculty  and 
students  of  Gulf  Park  College  have  a 
chance  to  see  an  exhibition  of  art  put  on 
by  established  artists.  Such  a  chance  was 
given  the  week  of  April  20  through  April 
25.  The  exhibition  was  held  in  the  art 
studio  by  the  Gulf  Coast  Art  Association,  an 
association  which  includes  artists  from  Bi- 
loxi,  Gulfport,  and  Pass   Christian. 

The  showing  was  opened  by  a  tea  giv- 
en by  the  Art  Association.  The  show  in- 
cluded many  portraits  and  landscapes  in 
oils,  notably  a  portrait  by  Betty  Hopkins, 
a  last  year's  Gulf  Park  graduate,  and  sev- 
eral fine  landscapes  by  the  nationally 
known  artist  William  Robinson.  An  added 
feature  of  the  exhibit  was  a  special  show- 
ing of  paintings  from  Keesler  Field  artists. 
In  addition  to  the  oils,  there  were  many 
interesting  water  coors,  Gulf  Park's  own 
Miss  Sarah  Kate  Smith's  being  of  special 
interest.  There  were  also  several  pencil, 
chalks,  and  pen  and  ink  studies. 

A  list  of  the  paintings  and  drawings  that 
were  shown  are  as  follows: 

1.  Autumn,  by  Charlotte  E.  Tibbs:  2. 
Petunias,  by  Charlotte  E.  Tibbs:  3 
Mammy,  Marjorie  Wilson:  4.  Head,  Suzan 
Swain:  5.  Wisteria,  Robert  Blake:  6. 
Wistaria,  Robert  Blake:  7.  Head  SuZan 
Swain:  8  Millicent  Webb,  Josephine  Al- 
fonso: 9.  Charleston  Siesta,  Sarah  Kate 
Smith:  10.  Spring,  Sarah  Kate  Smith:  11. 
Three  Rivers  Bridge,  Anna  McNair:  12. 
Gulf  Park  Picnic,  Sarah  K.  Smith:  13, 
Williamsburg,  William  Robinson:  14.  Boots 
of  Back  Bay,  William  Robinson:  15.  The 
Village,  William  Robinson:  16.  Stormy  Day, 
William  Robinson:   17.   Keesler  Field,   Sgt. 


Harry  Dix:  18.  Biloxi  Street  Scene,  Corp. 
Peter  De  Anna:  19.  Nocturne,  Sgt.  Manuel 
Bromburg:  20.  Magnolia,  SuZan  Swain:  21. 
Juke  Box,  Sgt.  Manuel  Bromburg:  22. 
Charleston,  S.  C,  Claude  Marki:  23.  Susan, 
Sgt.  Jerome  Reich:  24.  Portrait,  Betty  Hop- 
kins: 25.  Barbara,  Cala  Sue  Thompson:  26. 
Mary  Elizabeth  Sweatt,  Josephine  Alfonso: 
27.  Miss  Annie  Creighton,  Josephine  Al- 
fonso: 28.  Mr.  Eustis  McManus,  Josephine 
Alfonso:  29.  Study,  Marjorie  Wilson:  30. 
Oyster  Schooner,  R.  D.  Wilcox:  31  Back 
Bay,  R.  D.  Wilcox:  32.  Still  Life,  Eva  Tay- 
lor: 34.  Iris,  Anna  McNair:  35  Back  Bay, 
Sgt.  Harry  Dix:  36.  Cactus,  Sarah  K. 
Smith:  37.  Birches,  Anna  McNair:  38.  Bi- 
loxi, Mrs.  Florence  Crone:  39  Above  the 
Tide,  Anna  McNair:  and  40.  The  Fountain, 
Anna  McNair. 

Parkie  Gulf er  Gets 
Dream  Wardrobe 

Remember  ever  since  that  first  day  you 
walked  up  the  front  walk  and  past  the  fish 
pool  (which  is  now  painted  green)  'n  saw 
all  the  brightly  clad  and  glamourous  chillun 
flitting  back  and  forth  between  Hardy  and 
the  Administration  buildings,  you've  had  a 
secret  ambition  to  choose  a  wardrobe  from 
the  clothes  they  were  so  nonchalantly  sport- 
ing? Well — being  a  typical  Gulf  Park  girl, 
Parkie  Gulfer  felt  just  exactly  the  same 
way  you  did. 

The  most  amazing  thing  you  ever  heard 
about  happened  to  Parkie  Gulfer  last  p.  m. 
— the  nicest  combination  of  tale  come  true. 
You  see — there  was  the  slimest  crescent 
of  a  new  moon  'n  any  proper  little  GPC 
gal  knows  that  means  a  wish  (which  is 
bound  to  come  true.)  So  with  a  "you  know 
what"  may  care  expression,  and  an  air  of 
bravado,  Parkie  called  up  the  fav'rite  "If 
I  could  choose  my  wardrobe"  thought,  shut 
her  eyes  tight — wished,  'n  popped  into  her 
wee  trundle  bed.  P.  S.  the  moral  is — it  came 
true. 

Right  before  Parkie's  amazed  vision 
marched  a  line  of  mannequins  in  the 
smoothest  styles  for  every  hour  of  the  day 
(those  selfsame  clothes  she'd  been  longing 
to  snatch  off  those  girls  and  hoard  away — 
now    hers    for   the    picking.) 

Course  when  you're  choosing  a  ward- 
robe it's  right  and  fitting  to  start  in  the 
morning — 'n  Parkie's  first  choice  was  the 
perky  chintz  housecoat  with  the  climbing 
roses  and  the  crocheted  lace  trim  one  of 
our  little  Southern  belles  has  been  exhibit- 
ing— just    perfect    for    lounging    down    to 
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breakfast,  if  it  weren't  strictly  against  132 
in  our  little  green'  gold  rule  books.  Before 
she  even  had  time  to  flicker  an  eyelash 
in  approval  the  next  platoon  passed  in  re- 
view— morning  dressed — all  those  "press 
happy"  little  ginghams  and  cottons  in  pas- 
tels that  Vogue  and  Milly  have  been  giving 
"extra  credits"  to.  Parkie  had  already 
mentally  decided  about  this — that  flowered 
chintz  with  the  made-in  apron  that  always 
sat  next  to  her  Sociology,  or  the  pastel 
drawstring  chambray  whose  owner  was 
registered  in  Lloyd  Hall — all  pink  'n  blue 
plaid,   like   an   Easter   egg. 

Perhaps  (like  Parkie)  you've  noticed 
those  cute  playsuits  on  the  sun-roof,  but 
for  the  benefit  of  our  less  astute  readers, 
we'll  tell  you  about  the  one  that  Parkie 
just  had  to  have.  Two  piece — in  a  nonra- 
tioned  cotton  print  (an  Illinois  red-head 
purchased  it  in  New  Orleans) — all  white 
background,  with  a  sort  of  "X  marks  the 
spot"  print  in  yellow  and  blue. 

No  Gulf  Park  girl's  wardrobe  would  be 
complete  without  at  least  one  pair  of  those 
"good-looking"  slacks  that  Mama  Cox  is 
continually  exhorting  us  about,  and  Parkie 
had  no  sooner  mentally  said  "slacks"  than 
three  of  the  Seniors  ambled  past  in  some 
super  special  ones  (to  help  you  in  guessing 
the  Seniors  may  we  add  that  they  are  from 
Texas,  Illinois,  and  Arkansas) — white  and 
tailored  imitations  of  a  grease  monkey's 
outfit — baggy  enough  to  be  comfortable, 
but  fit  enough  to  be  interesting.  SMART 
down  to  the  brass  buttons  on  the  pockets. 

In  the  next  batch,  Parkie  snatched  a 
svelte  charteuse  sharkskin  that  one  of 
the  tanning  enthusiasts  had  been  sporting 
to  show  off  her  newly  acquired  coat  of  tan. 
And  then  an  evening  dress  like  that  of  LW's 
that's  been  the  envy  of  GPC  for  months — 
black  net  and  sequin  woven  bodice,  with 
a  net  skirt  that  brings  that  song  about  a 
"Dream  Walking"  right   into  your  mind. 

The  mannequins  even  prissed  past  in 
night-clothes,  as  appropriate  for  ending  the 
day  as  the  housecoast  for  starting  it. 
Parkie's  choice  here  was  one  of  those  new 
"knee-length  jobs"  in  a  pale  pink  cotton 
(P.  S.  But  for  her  hope  chest  she  indulged 
in  one  of  those  luscious  black  chiffon  and 
lace  affairs  that  the  daughter  of  one  of 
the  faculty  members  received  for  Christ- 
mas.) 

Parkie  woke  with  a  start.  The  most  in- 
quisitive moonbeam  was  peeking  in  the 
balcony  window  and  her  imaginary  ward- 
robe had  vanished — 'n  well — good  night. 


P.  S.  Did  any  of  you  read  that  little 
ad  in  the  new  Vogue?  The  one  saying  "The 
best  dressed  women  are  those  in  uniform." 
Course  we're  not  advocating  that  you  desert 
family  and  friends  to  become  a  "woman  in 
defense,"  but — all  you  air  observers  might 
be  considering  Lieutenant  Nesbitt's  sug- 
gestion. 

Four  Winners 
War  Poster  Contest 

For  the  past  month  the  general  art 
students  of  Gulf  Park  have  been  participat- 
ing in  a  war  poster  contest.  So  many  in- 
teresting ideas  and  worthwhile  slogans 
were  worked  up  by  the  students  and  the 
judges  that  members  of  the  Gulf  Coast  Art 
Association  had  a  hard  time  making  a  de- 
cision. After  the  final  vote,  however,  these 
girls  came  out  on  top.  First  prize,  Nola 
Johnson;  second  price,  Jean  Hurley,  with 
honorable  mentions  going  to  Doris  Culp  and 
Pat  McCord. 

Peanut  Week 

"Who's  your  peanut — I  mean  your 
shell?  Oh!  I'm  all  confused!  But,  isn't  it 
fun?"  Such  were  the  remarks  heard  Fri- 
day morning,  April  29,  as  Peanut  Week 
started  off  with  a  whisper,  a  giggle,  and 
a  know-it-all  grin.  As  we  filed  into  the 
dining  room  for  breakfast  each  girl  chose 
a  real  live  peanut  with  her  "peanut's"  name 
around  it.  Then  the  fun  began.  We  made 
a  mad  scramble  to  make  up  our  peanut's 
bed.  Such  confusion !  That  first  after- 
noon the  "Y"  hut  saw  its  greatest  rush 
since  September.  Each  shell  was  buying 
sweets  for  her  peanut.  Breaking  through 
that  line  was  tough,  but  there  was  con- 
solation in  returning  to  the  room  to  find 
cokes,  candy,  or  cakes.  Oh  wonderful  shells 
— how  we  loved  you !  After  a  week  of 
this  glamorized  "good-deed-a-day"  habit, 
each  shell  gave  her  peanut  a  "spe- 
cial" gift  and  revealed  her  identity.  Susie 
Snooper  told  Sally  and  Sally  told  Mamie 
and  Mamie  told  me  that  Peanut  Week  was 
so  successful  that  many  girls  kept  on  be- 
ing extra  nice.  Here's  to  Peanut  Week  and 
to  all  the  little  peanuts  and  shells.  We 
loved  it  all! 
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DANCE     LEAGUE 


Gulf  Park  Damsels 
Truck  To  Gulfport  Field 


Thursday,  May  6,  an  Army  truck  came 
to  a  halt  in  front  of  Hardy  Hall.  Right 
after  dinner  a  bunch  of  young  damsels 
walked  out  of  the  dormitory  and  climbed 
en  the  trucks  as  if  thev  were  experienced 
at  it — and  they  practically  are. 

The  truck  headed  for  Gulfpo-  i;  Field 
where  the  girls  were  to  put  on  a  show  for 
the  convalescent  soldiers.  When  they  ar- 
rived at  the  theater  in  the  Hospital  Area, 
the  audience  was  seated  so  there  was  a 
scramble  and  a  rush  to  get  the  show  start- 
ed. 

With  Sgt.  Cranford  of  Gulfport  Field 
as  M.  C,  the  program  began.  First  came 
the  dashing  Pony  Ballet,  and  the  last  was 
the  snappy  Military  Tap  with  Mary  Ada 
Strickland  soloing.  Also  on  the  program 
were  the  trio;  Louise  Whitting,  who  did  a 
toe  dance;  Jackie  Garner,  who  sang  the 
Blues  oh  so  good ;  Jerre  Clarke,  in  the  black 
and  silver  costume  danced  to  "Black 
Magic";  Delia  Parker  tapped  to  a  waltz; 
and  Loyce  Levenson,  did  a  rhythm  tap. 
From  the  applause  the  girls  received  and 
the  hand  Miss  Hickerson  and  Miss  Sherbon 
received,  the  boys  must  have  enjoyed  ti. 

After  ice  cold  cokes,  the  girls  climbed 
back  on  the  truck  and  "bumped"  back  to 
school.  Because  they  were  entertaining 
convalescents,  they  enjoyed  doing  the  show 
more  and  put  on  a  better  performance. 


Dance  League 
Has  Busij  Year 


Rehearsal,  rehearsal — program  tomor- 
row— check  your  makeup — curtain  in  five 
minutes — places  please — just  phrases  many 
members  of  the  Dance  League  have  heard 
over  and  over  this  year.  To  be  more  ex- 
plicit, the  Dance  League  has  had  a  busy  year. 
We  started  with  a  program  September  22 
at  the  Markham  Hotel.  This  was  a  dinner 
given  by  the  city  Service  Clubs  for  the, 
officers  of  the  various  Army  and  Navy 
bases  in  this  vicinity.  That  started  things. 
From  then  on  we  skipped  along  to  the 
Hallowe'en  program,  the  Christmas  Banquet, 
the  Dance  Recital,  then  Keesler  Field,  the 
Navy  Base,  Gulfport  Field,  Kittiwake,  cer- 
tificate and  diploma  recitals,  and  the  Gulf- 
port Field  Hospital  to  name  only  the  high 
spots.  In  between  we  filled  in  with  short 
programs  for  school  dances  the  Keesler 
service  club,  luncheon  programs  for  the 
city  service  clubs,  and  finally  the  May  Fes- 
tival. Grand  total — twenty-three  programs. 
Not  bad  for  a  year's  record! 


Creative  Art 
Costume  Styling 
Earn  Dance  Diploma 

One  of  the  requirements  for  a  dance 
certificate  or  diploma  is  the  creation  of 
an  original  dance  and  the  designing  of  a 
suitable  costume  for  the  dance. 

This  year,  five  original  dances  have 
been  presented.  Jackie  Garner  appeared  in 
"Sentimental  Melody"  in  the  dance  recital. 
This  was  created  in  Modern  style.  The  other 
four  were  ballets  danced  on  point.  On  April 
22,  Delia  Parker  and  Mary  Ada  Strickland 
appeared  in  "La  Beaute  De  La  Vie"  and 
"Valse  Charmante"  respectively.  Bonnie 
Murray  and  Genevieve  Leake  appeared  in 
"Noir  Scintillant"  and  "Les  Modes  Change- 
ants"  on  May  13. 

The  dances  were  all  excellent  as  to  per- 
formance and  choreography,  distinctive  in 
style  and  the  costumes  were  especially  love- 
ly and  suitable  for  the  respective  dances. 
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Land,  Air,  Sea 
Symbolic  Theme  of 
1943  Sea  Gull 


The  Sea  Cull,  the  students'  year  book 
has  been  released  with  much  pleasurable 
excitement.  The  deep  red  covers,  which 
have  a  sea  gull  embossed  on  the  title  side, 
and  the  inside  decorations  of  blue  do  not 
belie  the  fact  that  the  theme  of  the  book 
is  at  least  semi-patriotic.  Actually,  the 
Land,  Air,  and  Sea  motifs  are  used  with 
a  double  significance;  for  they  take  into 
account  our  own  happy  physical  location 
by  the-  sea  and  under  blue  skies  at  the 
same  time  they  contemplate,  by  virtue  of 
contrast,  the  Land,  Air,  and  Sea  warring 
program  of  the  United  States. 

The  book  is  illustrated  with  zinc  etch- 
ings, drawings  for  which,  for  the  most  part, 
were  made  by  students  in  the  Gulf  Park 
Art  Department  under  the  direction  of  Miss 
Sarah  K.  Smith  who  is  art  adviser  for  the 
publication.  This,  the  twenty-second  vol- 
ume, is  inscribed  to  Mrs.  J.  E.  Behney,  rid- 
ing instructor  in  Gulf  Park  while  her  hus- 
band is  on  foreign  service. 

Despite  all  the  difficulties  encountered 
by  the  rationing  of  films  and  of  cuts,  the 
Sea  Gull  Staff  have  been  able  to  keep  the 
Sea  Gull  up  to  its  high  standards  of  excel- 
lence; and  they  have  presented  in  this  lat- 
est volume  a  book  on  the  editorship  of 
which  they  should  be  congratulated. 

The  staff  membership  has  been  as  fol- 
lows: Eleanor  Thomas,  editor-in-chief;  Bil- 
lie  Ritter,  business  manager;  Jean  Hurley, 
art  editor;  Helen  Ewing,  assistant  editor; 
Eleanor  Bernheim,  assistant  business  man- 
ager; Alice  Weatherly,  literary  editor; 
Margaret  Selby,  Lois  Barthels,  and  Delia 
Parker,  photographic  editors ;  Betty  June 
Behney,  sports  editor;  Pat  Slider,  joke 
editor;  Martha  Martin  and  Kathleen 
Adams,  advertising  managers;  Helen  Tem- 
pleton  and  Shirley  Ann  Morris,  circulation 
managers,  Lee  Ashby,  typist. 


Tammy's  Thanks 


The  school  year  of  1942-43  is  rapidly 
drawing  to  a  close.  It  has  been  a  wonder- 
ful school  year,  in  fact  you  consider  it 
one  of  the  best  you've  ever  had. 

You  will  never  forget  your  experiences 
at  dear  G.  P.  C.  The  gentle  wind  blew 
thru  the  palm  trees  making  them  rustle 
lightly.  The  silver  moon  shone  on  the 
water  as  if  a  million  diamonds  sparkled 
there,  But  could  you,  a  new  student  at 
Gulf  Park  go  out  and  enjoy  it?  No!  Be- 
cause you  hadn't  received  your  privileges. 
So  you  had  to  gaze  from  your  window  and 
wish. 

"It's  a  cold  cruel  world,"  you  thought 
to  yourself.  "Imagine  staying  in  on  a 
night  like  this."  But  then  suddenly,  you 
weren't  staying  in  anymore.  The  rules 
weren't  so  bad,  and  after  all,  every  school 
has  rules.  You  had  acquired  friends  from 
every  part  of  the  U.  S.  and  a  few  from  S. 
A.  and  Mexico.  Your  roommate  was  a  won- 
derful girl  and  her  clothes  fitted  you  per- 
fectly 

Naturally  you  had  your  troubles,  but 
who  doesn't.  Even  the  beloved  Tammy 
thinks  he  isn't  going  to  make  the  dead 
line  sometime.  Everyone  enjoys  reading 
Tammy  and  looks  forward  to  each  issue. 
Not  one  of  them  realize?  how  much  time 
and  work  is  put  into  each  number. 

It  is  Tammy's  wish  that  here  and  now 
I  thank  all  students  and  faculty  members  for 
their  help  and  co-operation  this  year.  The 
staff  itself  has  "done  a  fine  job  but  with- 
out the  aid  of  the  others  their  task  would 
have  been  much  harder.  Compare  this 
with  a  play.  The  actors  receive  all  the 
credit  and  no  one  thinks  about  the  ones 
behind  the  scenes. 

Tammy  says,  "My  hat  is  off  to  the 
staff  and  all  the  others  who  kept  me  go- 
ing this  year.  I  want  you  all  to  come  back 
next   year  and   bring  your  friends." 


DAY'S   END 

As  I  sit  on  the  pier  the  eternal  lapping 
of  the  water  against  the  pier  soon  lulls 
me  into  a  dreamy  state.  The  sun  falls  into 
the  sea  like  a  glowing  mass  of  flame.  I  al- 
most expect  to  hear  it  sizzle  as  it  comes 
in  contact  with  the  water.  But  the  color- 
ful ribbons  of  the  sunset  hold  it  gently,  un- 
til it  flickers  and  fades  like  a  dying  flame. 
— Dorothy  Greengard. 
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Upper  right:  Maude  Doolittle  Thompson  who  bought  first  Bond. 

Above:  Dr.  Cox  presenting  the  cup  to  Marguerite  Butler,  president  of  the  Service  Daughters'  Club. 
Others,  left  to  right,  Marilyn  Fountain,  May  Burrows  Hickerson,  Ophelia  Osuna,  Connie  Clough, 
Shirley  Ann  Frazier,  Virginia  Wolfe. 

Right:  Maude  Doolittle  Thompson  thumbs  a  ride.  In  the  Jeep,  front  row:  Sgt.  Cranfbrd,  May  Burrows 
Hickerson,  Connie  Clough,  Pfc.  Poole.  Back  row:  Ophelia  Osuna,  Marguerite  Butler,  Shirley  Ann 
Frazier,  Marilyn  Fountain,  Virginia   Wolfe. 


Gulf   Park   Bond   Sale   Buys    5    Jeeps 


Gulf  Park  Doubles 
Bond  Quota  In 
Second  War  Loan 


On  Tuesday,  April  13,  Gulf  Park  Col- 
lege launched  its  second  War  Loan  Drive, 
under  the  direct  supervision  of  Dean  Lucy 
Louis  HatcherTTrhairman  of  all  committees 
on  war  effort  at  Gulf  Park.  The  drive  open- 
ed with  a  chapel  program,  conducted  by  the 
Service  Daughters'  Club,  aided  and  abetted 
by  Miss  Hickerson  and  Miss  Clough,  Mar- 
guerite Butler,  president  of  the  club,  spoke 
briefly  on  the  Government's  National  Cam- 
paign, and  explained  that  Gulf  Park's  share 
was  $3,000 — enough  to  buy  two  "Jeeps." 
Shirley  Frazier,  secretary  of  the  club,  read 
an  inspiring  poem  she  had  written.  Then 
Betty  June  Behney,  Marilyn  Fountain, 
Ophelia  Osuna,  Elsa  Jones,  Virginia  Wolfe, 
and  Betty  Cronin  explained  the  various 
activities  planned  to  make  the  drive  fun 
as  well  as  a  patriotic  duty.  There  were 
"stamp  swims"  at  the  pool,  "stamp  ban- 
quets" in  the  dining  room;  and  "Letters  to 
Lucerne"  was  to  be  a  "stamp  performance." 
These  ideas  were  received  enthusiastically 
by  the  students,  and  the  program  ended  with 
Jackie  Garner  singing  and  leading  the  en- 
tire student  body  in  "It's  a  Grand  Old  Flag." 

Sunday,  April  18 — Jeep,  Jeep,  Remem- 
ber !  That  was  the  day  everyone  who  bought 
a  dollar's  worth  of  defense  stamps  could 
take  a  jeep  ride.  Everyone  seemed  to  real- 
ly enjoy  riding  in  a  "single  engine  flying 
low!"  At  any  rate,  $176.00  worth  of  stamps 
were  bought. 

On  May  6,  the  chapel  program  again 
was  turned  over  to  the  Service  Daughters' 
Club.  Marilyn  Fountain,  the  vice  president, 
reported  that  instead  of  raising  our  quota 
of  $3,000,  our  drive,  like  the  National  one, 
had  gone  wejl  over  the  top — we  more  than 
doubled  our  quota,  raising  $7,525.  Then 
Marguerite  Butler  thanked  each  member 
of  the  Gulf  Park  student  body,  the  faculty, 
and  the  hostess  staff  for  their  splendid  co- 
operation in  making  this  drive  a  success. 
She  also  announced  that  to  close  the  or- 
ganized drive,  there  would  be  a  dance  for 
the  Officers  of  the  various  fields  and  bases 
on  the  Coast. 


Class  Dag  Rites 
In  Kindly  Shadow 
Of  F(riendshiplOak 


Saturday  morning,  May  29,  the  Juniors 
of  Gulf  Park  arose  bright  and  early  in 
order  to  make  ready  the  traditional  chain 
of  flowers  carried  by  them  on  Class  Day. 
At  10:30  the  annual  program  began  with 
the  entire  student  body  marching  from  the 
Administration  Building  and  assembling 
under  Friendship  Oak.  The  processional  was 
led  by  the  high  school  non-graduates.  They 
were  followed  by  the  juniors,  who  proudly 
carried  their  chain  of  flowers  and  stood 
on  either  side  of  the  walk  in  two  rows 
facing  each  other.  The  dignified  high  school 
and  college  seniors  marched  between  them. 
The  seniors  marched  up  to  the  platform  in 
Frindship  Oak  singing  "We  Are  the  Seniors 
of  Gulf  Park",  after  which  the  entire  group 
sang  "All  Hail  to  Gulf  Park." 

The  program  was  as  follows: 

Reading  of  High  School  Will — Peggy  Wool- 
folk 

Presentation  of  High  School  gift  to  the  Col- 
lege— Betty  Branch  to  Dr.  Cox 

High   School  Alma   Mater 

Presentation  of  Friendship  Oak  by  the  vice 
president  of  the  Senior  Class,  Darryl 
Wilson  to  the  vice  president  of  the 
Junior  Class,  Marilyn  Fountain 

The  Seniors  came  down  from  Friendship 
Oak  and  the  Juniors  marched  up  sing- 
ing "We  the  the  Seniors   Returning" 

Presentation  of  the  Senior  robe  by  the  presi- 
dent of  the  Senior  Class,  Jean  Smith, 
to  the  president  of  the  Junior  Class, 
Martha  Lodwick 

Junior  Alma  Mater 

Reading  of  the  Senior  Will,  Mary  D.  Stewart 

Reading  of  the  Senior  Prophecy,  Margaret 
Selby 

Presentation  of  the  Senior  gift  to  the  Col- 
lege, Jean  Smith  to  Dr"."*Cox 

Senior  Alma  Mater 

"We'll  See  You  Again,"  Ordell  Sawyer 

"Farewell  to  Thee,"  Senior  Class. 

One  of  the  most  beautiful  memories  that 
students  and  visitors  take  with  them  from 
Gulf  Park  is  the  impressive  Class  Day  pro- 
gram. The  service  symbolizes  the  general 
spirit  of  love  and  loyalty  that  permeates 
the  Gulf  Park  atmosphere. 
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PRACTICAL  ARTS 


"Ding  Dong  Bell— 
Pussy's  In  The  Well— " 

'n  teacher's  in  the  corner  provided  she 
doesn't  give  the  correct  answers  to  those 
old  questions  like  "2  x  2  equals  4"  or— quite 
a  few  new  ones.  i 

Wednesday  morning  an  unsuspecting 
faculty  filed  into  chapel  only  to  find  their 
meticulous  'n  methodical  seating  arrange- 
ment had  been  turned  topsy  turvy,  'n  old 
Father  Time  had  rolled  back  the  days  'n 
weeks  to  their  grammar  school  days. 

Smooth  'n  streamlined  Professor  A. 
Campbell  called  the  class  to  attention,  and 
on  turning  their  startled  faces  westward, 
the  faculty  discovered  that  they  were  to 
be  judged  by  their  erstwhile  students — 
who  were  quite  handily  equipped  with  an- 
swers, bells,  :n  the  most  tantalizing  smiles. 

Jo  Van  introduced  Professor  Campbell 
(the  class  being  definitely  unfamiliar  with 
her  in  this  role)  and  amid  snickers  and 
titters  the  session  began. 

"What  was  the  Jenny  Lind  costume?" 
"Who  dedicated  an  ode  to  a  sauce?" 
"When  you  order  a  cream  puff,  what 
vegetable  does  it  make  you  think  of?" 
"What  on  earth  is  Chesterfield  associated 
with    besides    they    satisfy"? 

All  these  and  many  more  questions, 
compiled  by  the  "under-grad  experts,"  who 
grinned  devilishly,  were  flashed  at  the 
faculty  who  defty  parried  the  answers. 

Course  there  was  the  time  when  an 
audible  whisper  was  heard — and  Miss  Mc- 
Makin  said,  "I'm  sorry,  I  was  prompted." 
There  was  a  regular  avalanche  of  hands 
on  the  "Dissertation  on  Roast  Pig"  query, 
but  the  totally  unprepared  "students"  ac- 
counted for  themselves.  In  fact,  about 
the  only  things  of  striking  dissimilarity 
between  Station  G.P.C.  'n  old  Professor 
Kyser's  program  was  the  absence  of  Kay 
himself  drawlin'  out  "comon  chillun-y  is 
dance." 


"Ding  dong  bell — 
Pussy's  out  of  the  well — " 
'n  teacher's  out  of  the  corner — 'n — class 
is  out. 

P.S.  Of  course  "proper  little  characters" 
bear  no  resemblence  to  any  person,  liv- 
ing or  dead,  but  did  you  know  that  B.  A. 
Taylor  got  the  most  interesting  circles  and 
hollows  from  looking  up  all  those  questions 
and  answers  and  Shirley  Frazier  gave  quite 
a  good  imitation  of  a  stage  hand  by  trot- 
ting back  and  forth  between  the  work- 
shop and  the   auditorium  with   the  props? 

Geography's  Swag 
Over  Man's  Destiny 

Miss  Fulson's  Geography  class  present- 
ed the  program  for  assembly  on  Tuesday 
morning  April  27.  The  four  members  of 
the  class  who  participated  attempted  to 
show  how  Geography,  in  its  varied  relation- 
ship to  man  and  man's  activity  has  been 
responsible  through  natural  resources  as  a 
cause  of  war,  not  only  in  past  wars,  but  in 
the  present  European  conflict.  The  strug- 
gle for  land  areas,  for  minerals,  and  for 
water  control  were  presented  respectively 
by  Marilyn  Fountain,  June  Behney,  and 
Betty  Ann  Taylor,  with  Marie  Cottingham 
as  mistress  of  ceremonies. 

Land  area  was  proved  to  be  important, 
because  if  a  nation  is  to  have  strength 
and  power,  there  must  be  sufficient  area 
upon  which  a  people  may  dwell  and  from 
which  it  may  gain  food  for  a  large  part 
of  its  subsistence.  As  population  densities 
become  greater,  there  is  a  keener  competi- 
tion for  land. 

The  importance  of  mineral  resources 
was  shown  by  the  fact  that  our  modern 
power  and  mechanical  civilization  are  built 
upon  minerals.  They  are  especially  signi- 
ficant as  a  cause  of  controversies  and  wars 
between  people  and  nations  because  they 
are  greatly  concentrated.  A  small  area 
of  land,  because  it  contains  minerals  may 
be  vastly  more  important  than  a  much  larg- 
er area  of  non-mineral  lands. 

Both  inland  waters  and  oceanic  waters 
have  entered  in  a  significant  way  into  in- 
ternational disputes  and  into  the  formula- 
tion of  peace  treaties,  although  the  form- 
er have  been  a  less  potent  cause  of  war 
than  the  latter.  The  importance  of  ocean 
frontage  to  a  nation  cannot  be  over-em- 
phasized. No  powerful  nation  in  the  world 
today  is  without  a  window  upon  the  ocean 
to  make  accessible  the  markets  of  the 
world. 
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Swimming  Classes 
Win  Red  Cross  Ratings 


Members  of  the  swimming  classes  are 
showing  much  enthusiasm  as  they  take  the 
Red  Cross  tests  to  complete  their  courses. 
The  beginners  are  jumping  into  deep  water 
and  swimming  the  length  of  the  pool.  That, 
in  itself,  is  a  fete  for  one  who  has  had 
fear  of  deep  water  only  a  few  weeks  be- 
fore. Intermediates  and  swimmers  are  try- 
ing hard  to  meet  the  strict  requirements  of 
the  tests,  so  that  they  will  receive  their 
Red  Cross  certificates. 

After  months  of  waiting,  the  follow- 
ing were  awarded  certificates  for  work  done 
last  fall: 

Advanced    Swimmer:    Elsa    Jones,    Bar- 
bara  Reynolds. 

Swimmer:  Robert  Cowan,  Sybil  Elder, 
Martha  Lodwick,  Virginia  Lowry. 

Intermediate:  Alicia  Calles,  Dinty  Com- 
ins,  Doris  Cox,  Doris  Culp,  Leah  Dun- 
gan,  Coralie  Eddins,  Jean  Kinnett,  Vir 
ginia  Kirk  Martha  Martin,  Myram 
Murphy,  Ofelia  Osuna,  Mildred  Ray- 
burn,  Betty  Rayfield,  Ordell  Saywer, 
Lynn  Shapiro,  Pat  Slider,  Mary  Ad<i 
Strickland,   Frances    Wickliffe. 

Beginner:  Shirley  Frazier,  Rosa  Neil 
Haynes,  Marybe  Manly,  Billie  Ritter, 
Jeanne  Sugar,  Nancy  Yoyung. 


BREAKFAST 

As  I  open  the  door  on  to  the  loggia  an 
awakening  wind  pulls  at  my  coat.  The 
Gulf  seems  pink  as  at  a  sunset  instead  of 
a  sun  rise.  The  slap  slap  of  untied  shoes 
behind  me  and  the  black  smell  of  coffee 
joggle  my  glued  eyelids.  There  is  noth- 
ing more  pleasant  than  walking  across  the 
loggia  to  breakfast. 

— Addavale  McDougal. 


Soft  Ball  Tourney 
Rings  Down  Curtain 
On  Sports  Program 


Screams,  cheers  and  pep  songs  reached 
great  heights  on  the  enter-class  softball 
games  were  played  May  18-19  and  20.  With 
these  games  Gulf  Park  College  completed 
its  program  of  competitive  sports.  It  was 
perhaps  one  of  the  most  exciting  tourna- 
ments of  the  year  because  each  game  was 
won  by  a  small  margin  in  the  last  inning. 

Team  members  of  the  three  classes  fol- 
lows: 

Seniors:  June  Strom,  Inez  Hooge,  Gerry 
George,  Billie  Ritter,  Mary  Helen  McMakin, 
Miriam  Mire,  Lois  Watkins,  Jean  Smith, 
Marguerite  Butler,  Darryl  Wilson. 

Juniors:  Mary  Ellean  Banks,  Faye  Dunn, 
Marilyn  Fountain,  Rosa  Nell  Haynes,  Kath- 
erine  Fewell,  Betty  Metz,  Martha  Lodwick, 
Marjorie  Lindsay,  Ordell  Sawyer,  Betty 
Weill,  Lois  Barthels,  Evelyn  Ehrlich,  Mar- 
guerite Mc  Adams. 

High  School:  Katherine  Armstrong, 
Martha  Townley,  Betty  Branch,  Martha 
Ricketts,  Ofelia  Osuna,  Patsy  Robinson,  Vir- 
ginia Lindholm,  Marguerite  Duvall,  John- 
nie Bennett,  Camilla  Hubbard. 

The  Juniors  were  baffled  by  Captain  Kat 
Armstrong's  swift  pitching  and  had  diffi- 
culty because  Martha  Townley  never  missed 
a  ball  as  short  stop.  However,  the  Juniors 
won  the  game  18-16  by  two  scoring  runs 
in  the  last  half  of  the  last  inning. 

The  High  School-Senior  game  the  fol- 
lowing day  reached  a  feverish  pitch.  Al- 
though there  were  many  errors  in  fielding, 
the  batting  was  excellent.  By  sheer  endur- 
ance the  Seniors  won  30-26. 

The  final  game  proved  to  be  the  best. 
Both  teams,  the  Juniors  and  Seniors,  set- 
tled down  to  some  real  playing.  June  Strom 
and  Marjorie  Lindsay  both  pitched  well 
consistently.  In  spite  of  the  heavy  hitters 
on  the  Junior  line  up — the  Seniors  managed 
to  hold  them  12-10.  The  games  were  all 
demonstrations  of  good  girls  softball. 
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Final  AA  Meet 
Gaij  Splash  Party 

The  Athletic  Association  held  its  last 
meeting  of  the  year  on  Friday  night,  May 
14,  at  9  o'clock.  The  meeting  was  held  at 
the  "Y"  Hut.  By  custom,  the  president  and 
vice  president  for  next  year  were  elected. 
When  other  business  had  been  attended  to, 
the  group  happily  made  their  way  to  the 
pool  for  a  splash  party.  Everyone  enjoyed 
the  swim.  There  seems  to  be  nothing  more 
refreshing  on  a  warm  night  than  a  dip  in 
our  ever-popular  pool. 

The  group  had  a  rare  treat  for  refresh- 
ments at  the  "Y"  Hut  following  the  swim — 
Coca-Colas  (only  our  Mrs.  Spindler  could 
rate  so  many  for  us  all  at  the  same  time), 
cookies  and  pretzels. 

A  shrill  whistle  quieted  the  party  and 
the  news  of  our  new  president  was  an- 
nounced— Faye  Dunn.  The  announcement 
received  loud  applause.  Betty  Weill  fills  the 
chair  as  vice  president.  Congratulations  to 
both  you  girls !  No  doubt,  the  A.  A.  has  an- 
other successful  year  ahead  under  your  lead- 
ership. Only  a  few  minutes  were  necessary 
for  Faye  to  take  over.  Another  whistle  was 
sounded  and  Faye  presented  a  token  of 
appreciation  from  the  A.  A.  to  Inez  Hooge, 
our  outgoing  president. 

The  party  was  over  and  the  girls  went 
reluctantly  back  to  the  dormitories. 

Billie  Ritter's  Score 
Gets  The  Goat 

His  Majesty,  the  Goat,  was  the  incen- 
tive for  an  exciting  tournament  in  Archery 
on  Monday,  May  3. 

A  Junior  Scholastic  Round  was  shot  in 
each  of  the  archery  classes  and  high  score 
girls  met  for  the  final  competition.  The  fol- 
lowing were  in  the  finals:  Shirley  Ander- 
son, Lou  jean  Arentsen,  Lula  Jane  Cahoon, 
Leah  Dungan  Gerry  George,  Shirley  Har- 
ris, Loretta  O'Pizzi,  Billie  Ritter,  Kathryn 
Rowe,  Nancy  Young. 

Billie  Ritter  did  honors  for  her  class 
by  shooting  high  score.  The  Goat  was 
awarded  to  the  Seniors  at  dinner.  Loretta 
O'Pizzi,  Junior,  ran  a  close  second.  Quot- 
ing Loretta,  "If  I  had  one  more  bounce- 
off,  I  would  have  won  for  the  Juniors!" 


Gulf  Park's  Mermaids 
Enjoy  Moonlight  Swim 


On  the  night  of  May  19,  the  moon  was 
full  and  bright  out  over  the  Gulf  with  only 
a  trace  of  clouds  in  the  sky.  The  plan  for 
a  moonlight  swim  was  made  a  day  or  two 
in  advance,  and  at  release  the  girls  were 
on  their  way  out  to  the  end  of  the  pier  in 
their  bathing  suits  and  caps,  one  hundred 
swimmers  and  many  observers. 

Safety  precautions  were  carefully  work- 
ed out  by  Miss  Alford.  The  girls  paired 
themselves  off,  the  pairs  swimming  to- 
gether, and  all  the  swimmers  were  divided 
into  groups,  each  group  under  supervision 
of  a  teacher.  The  water  was  calm  and  warm, 
which  made  swimming  a  real  pleasure. 
Many  of  the  girls  played  games  such  as 
"follow  the  leader,"  or  did  stunts. 

Those  of  us  who  did  not  swim  had  al- 
most as  much  pleasure  watching  the  sports 
— and  the  moon. 

At  the  sound  of  a  whistle  the  swimmers 
promptly  climbed  out  of  the  water.  Re- 
freshments were  served  right  there  on  the 
pier — cookies  and  punch,  and  then  we  all 
started  slowly  back  to  school. 


18  Gulf  Parkers 

Life  Saving  Candidates 

Each  Tuesday  and  Thursday,  the  eighth 
period,  finds  18  Gulf  Park  girls  practicing 
approaches,  chin  pulls,  carries,  breaks,  and 
the  numerous  other  water  skills  necessary 
to  become  a  certified  life  saver.  It  is  the 
unlucky  partner  who  is  victim  in  the  "hair 
carry"  for  some  of  us  are  a  bit  heavy  to 
be  pulled  around  by  the  hair!  The  fol- 
lowing girls  are  candidates  and  if  each  is 
able  to  pass  the  final  tests  will  be  award- 
ed the  Red  Cross  Life  Saving  certificate 
and  emblem  for  the  bathing  suit: 


Dinty   Comins 
Doris   Cox 
Doris  Culp 
Coralie   Eddins 
Jackie    Garner 
Margaret   Guthrie 
Lucy   Lytton 
Martha  Martin 
Diana    McNair 


Marianna  McNair 
Sue   Morency 
Marilyn  Myers 
Barbara  Reynods 
Ordell    Sawyer 
Maxine    Sheldon 
Ester  Shilling 
Bette  Taylor 
Barbara  Torrance 


27 


REFLECTIONS 


Moonlight 


Serenity 


Tonight  the  campus  is  at  rest.  It  seems 
so  unreal  that  there  can  be  even  a  small 
spot  on  this  earth  that  is  free  from  exhaus- 
tion and  worry.  It  makes  me  feel  as 
though  my  soul  had  lost  itself  in  a  piece 
of  music  that  is  sad,  yet,  somehow,  sweet 
and  beautiful.  The  apparition  makes  me 
linger  on  the  lines  of  Keats'  poem  I  once 
read  and  memorized  for  its  significance  at 
such  a  time  as  this:  "Beauty  is  truth  and 
truth  beauty.  That  is  all  ye  know  on  this 
earth,  and  all  ye  need  to  know." 

The  trees  stand  proud  and  erect  tonight. 
The  motionless  wind  does  not  strain  their 
ancient  backs  nor  bend  their  new  young 
limbs,  but  instead  leaves  them  undisturbed 
to  send  their  silent  prayers  up  into  the 
heavens. 

The  moon,  as  queen  of  the  skies  by 
night,  sends  down  her  dim  white  light  upon 
the  dark  green  grass  and  makes  yet  dark- 
er shadows  of  the  trees  above. 

Up  through  the  low  hanging  mass  of 
puffy  grey  clouds  outlined  against  a  deep 
blue  sky,  a  multi-colored  ring,  like  a  rain- 
bow, encircles  the  moon,  and  her  sly  sin- 
ister glance  tells  me  that  tomorrow  night 
might  not  possess  the  calmness  that  is  so 
prevalent   tonight. 

I  hope  that  I  shall  always  have  the 
power  to  see  a  miracle  of  sight  like  this. 
And  lingering  one  last  moment,  I  see  how 
true  are  the  lines  of  Emerson  when  he 
says,  "Beauty  through  my  senses  stole  and 
I  yielded  myself  to  the  perfect  whole." 

— Ester  Shilling. 


At  Twilight 


Sitting  in  a  bright  room  one  gazes 
through  a  broad  window,  framed  in  frothy 
white  curtains,  on  the  approaching  twilight. 
As  darkness  engulfs  the  earth  a  few  last 
streaks  of  light  gleam  about  the  trees  and 
cast  deep  shadows  on  the  objects  beneath. 
The  trees  sway  softy  in  the  breeze  and  are 
dark  giants  against  the  fading  light.  The 
leaves  rustle,  birds  sing,  and  crickets  chirp 
in  the  distance.  The  air  drifting  in  carries 
a  smell  of  spring.  The  light  gradually  dis- 
appears and  with  the  night  comes  peace 
and   loneliness. 

— Jean    Sayers. 


Leaning  on  the  window  sill  my  hands 
cupping  my  chin,  I  look  dreamily  out  into 
refreshing  peacefulness.  The  sunlight 
streaming  in  on  my  paper  makes  the 
shadow  of  my  pencil  move  quiveringly 
across  the  page,  and  the  glare  makes  me 
squint.  The  trees,  basking  in  the  warmth, 
are  goal  posts  for  the  grey  squirrels  to 
scamper  back  and  forth  to.  Over  to  the 
left  the  sun  shining  through  the  encircling 
trees  dapples  the  quiet  servant's  shack.  In 
the  distance,  the  steeple  of  the  Catholic 
church  overlooks  the  countryside  in  a  solici- 
tious  way.  The  carefree  laughter  of  chil- 
dren comes  from  the  adjoining  parochial 
school,  and  suddenly  the  clear  ring  of  the 
Nun's  bell  brings  a  hushed  quiet.  Over  on 
the  grey  cement  highway,  a  1942  Packard 
glides  silently  by  with  its  red  turret  top 
gleaming  in  the  pursuing  sun.  Directly  be- 
low me  a  heathy,  verdent  hedge  almost 
blocks  the  sun  from  the  heavily  shadowed 
ground  but  a  little  sunlight  has  succeeded 
in  pushing  through  the  crowded  leaves  and 
the  ground  has  a  slightly  mottled  look.  A 
yellow  dairy  truck  rumbles  by  beneath  my 
window  in  a  comforting  routine  sort  of 
way,  and  its  milk  bottles  rattling  and  clink- 
ing around  in  a  haphazard  fashion  pierce 
the  morning  air.  The  melodious  voices  of 
the  negroes  out  in  back  float  up.  And 
above  all,  a  peaceful  sky  smiles  serenely 
down. 


The  Sea 

The  sea  looks  almost  desolate  because 
of  its  stillness.  Rather  than  a  mere  caress 
against  the  piles  of  the  pier,  the  water 
seems  to  slip  around  each  one,  hesitate  a 
moment  as  if  undecided,  and  then  retreat 
silently.  The  heavy  atmosphere  makes  the 
meeting  of  sky  and  sea  undistinguishable. 
Closer,  the  water  changes  to  every  shade 
of  blue  and  green,  making  the  contrast  un- 
fathomable. While  the  cool,  clammy  air 
moistens  my  skin,  a  solitary  sea-gull  gives 
forth  its  croak  of  loneliness.  The  distant 
thunder  of  a  gun  being  fired  causes  the 
pier  to  shiver  and  then  sigh,  as  it  rumbles 
away  into  the  gloom. 

— Ordell    Sawyer. 
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Night 


The  Pier 


From  my  third  story  window  the  night 
covers  the  campus  in  peaceful  beauty.  The 
moon,  riding  high  in  the  blue-black  heav- 
ens, sweeps  the  scene  below  with  silver 
light.  The  tall  palms  and  live  oaks  sil- 
houette black  against  the  lighted  sky  and 
cast  erie  shadow  on  the  ground.  Moonlight 
turns  the  concrete  sidewalks  and  benches 
ghost  white  and  makes  a  glittering  silver 
streak  of  the  water  in  the  distance.  The  cool 
breeze  stirs  the  palm  leaves  gently  and 
brings  the  perpetual  pungent  smell  of  salt. 
The  far-off  sound  of  passing  cars  on  the 
highway  alone  breaks  a  silence  so  deep  as 
to  be  almost  tangible. 

— Ginger  Kirk. 


Often,  I  go  out  on  the  pier.  Its  bright 
ness  seems  to  dazzle  the  world  and  its 
pleasant  voice  seems  to  say,  "forget  your 
troubles."  The  azure  sky  blends  with  the 
deeper  blue  of  the  water  like  the  corner  of 
an  artist's  palette,  where  the  artist  has 
begun  to  blend  two  blues.  The  sun  rays 
are  having  a  race  with  the  white  caps  to 
the  shore.  The  white  caps,  little  waves 
then,  as  they  come  to  shore,  are  usually 
winners.  They  gently  sway  back  and  forth, 
happily  rippling  and  then  go  back  out  to 
start  the  race  all  over.  The  sunlight,  teas- 
ing the  sea  gulls,  form  a  blinding  surface 
like  a  mirror.  The  sea  gulls,  rise  high  into 
the  salty  breeze. 

— Renata    Strassman. 
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4   Seniors   Present 
Skilled  Interpretations 

The    Department    of    Speech    presented 
four  seniors  in  two  programs  of  recitals,  for 
Diplomas  in  Speech  and  Theatre  Arts. 
Program 
Thursday,  April  22,  1943 
ANGEL  STREET 

A  Victorian  Thriller  Patrick  Hamilton 

Inez  Hooge 
CLAUDIA 

A  Comedy  Drama Rose  Franken 

Margaret  Selby 
Program 
Thursday,  May  13,  1943 
NIGHT  MUST  FALL 

A  Play Emlyn  Williams 

Mary  Deronda  Stewart 
ARSENIC  AND  OLD  LACE 

A  Comedy Joseph  Kesselring 

Margie  Darryl  Wilson 
If  the  aim  of  the  oral  interpreter  is  to 
interpret  adequately,  for  the  pleasure  and 
profit  of  others,  the  finest  and  deepest 
emotions,  of  the  great  writers — these  four 
girls  succeeded  in  doing  their  tasks  well. 
Each  character  seemed  to  be  original  and 
spontaneous.  In  fact,  each  of  these 
cuttings  was  a  continuous  unfoldment  and 
progression,  and  the  listeners  were  able  to 
see,  and  were  aware  of  the  birth  of  each  new 
thought,  which  appeared  to  be  perfectly 
free  and  natural.  Good  work,  girls!  We  en- 
joyed these  recitals. 

SENTRY 

The  whir  of  the  pen  penetrates  the 
quietness  which  seeps  through  from  the 
outside.  The  suffusing  glow  of  light  from 
the  lamp  cuts  the  receiving  darkness  like 
a  knife.  The  night  robed  in  the  fur  of  a 
sleek  cat,  purrs  quietly  and  then  dozes  off. 
It  comes  awake  again,  though,  with  the 
next  breeze  which  rustles  through  Friend- 
ship Oak.  The  tree  is  our  guard  through 
the  long  hours  of  the  night,  and  we  feel 
safer  having  it  there.  The  whole  scene  is 
one  of  restful  slumber. 

— Shirley    Frazier. 


Senior  Speech  Students 
Guests  at  Pink  Cottage 

Miss  Ida  Mae  Goe,  head  of  the  Speech 
Department,  was  hostess  at  a  delightfully 
appointed  tea,  given  at  the  Pink  Cottage 
in  Pass  Christian,  to  compliment  the  Sen- 
ior Speech  students  on  Friday  afternoon, 
May  14. 

The  dining  and  reception  rooms  of  the 
Pink  Cottage,  made  festive  with  Queen 
Anne's  Lace,  Dorothy  Perkins  roses,  lark- 
spur, and  magnolia  blossoms  and  lighted 
with  tapers,  were  a  perfect  setting  for  a 
friendly  function.  The  tea  table,  which  was 
covered  with  a  pink  silk  cloth,  had  as 
its  center  piece,  three  graduated  crystal 
swan  baskets  which,  filled  with  gardenias 
and  roses,  floated  across  a  rectangular  mir- 
ror lake.  Miss  Willietta  Evans,  sponsor 
of  the  Senior  Class,  presided  at  the  table 
and  poured  for  the  guests.  The  speech 
majors  found  the  afternoon  a  welcome  re- 
laxation after  the  work  of  giving  speech 
recitals,  looking  toward  graduation.  Miss 
Goe's  hospitality  was  the  source  of  a  happy 
occasion. 

Hours  At  Huck 
Cherished  Memories 

Huckleberry  Hill  stands  for  the  things 
that  Seniors  will  miss — things  that  other 
classes  will  look  forward  to  next  year. 

If  its  trees,  its  bayou,  its  evergreens 
could  speak,  it  would  reveal  nothing,  but 
fun  and  laughter  and  to  its  more  serious 
side — its  heart-to-heart  talks. 

Boating  up  the  bayou  leads  the  eye  to 
many  beautiful  scenes  of:  1.  button  willow, 
2.  mountain  laurel,  3.  wild  azaleas  bloom- 
ing along  the  banks,  weeping-willows  cast- 
ing their  limbs  into  the  water,  and  occa- 
sionally dive-dappers  playing  on  the  water. 

Outside  of  the  enjoyment  of  mother  na- 
ture herself,  time  is  spent  in  playing  base- 
ball, boating,  eating  and  sleeping  (at  the 
most  unusual  hours.) 

All  in  all,  Huckleberry  Hill,  better 
known  as  "Huck"  is  a  place  where  hours 
are  cautiously  accounted  for,  never  to  be 
forgotten  as  one  of  Gulf  Park's  grandest 
assets. 
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Left  to  right:  Barbara  Torrance, 
Joan  Sayers,  Betty  Weill,  Jo  Ann 
Westervelt,  Ann  Campbell,  Delia 
Parker. 
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ft  to  right:  Jo  Ann  Wester- 
It,  Marian  Cuzalina,  Betty 
eill,  Ann  Campbell,  Joan  Say- 
i,  Betty  Jane  Behney,  Delia 
rker,    Barbara   Torrance. 


Left  to  right:  Mary  Helen 
McMakin,  Sergeant  Harry 
White.   Betty   Weill. 
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NEWS  OF  GRADUATES 

ISA  TAYLOR,  '26,  now  Mrs.  Edwin  L.  Al- 
ford,  is  living  in  San  Francisco,  California, 
at  965  Hyde  Street. 

ERMINE  KNOEFEL,  '29,  received  her  de- 
gree at  the  University  of  Arkansas  last 
summer  and  is  teaching  in  a  grade  school 
in   Hot   Springs,   Arkansas. 

MARY  SELMA  PETERSON,  '29,  who  is 
Mrs.  R.  G.  Clinton,  Lake  Hamilton,  Hot 
Springs,  Arkansas,  has  two  daughters,  Mary 
Angela,  age  10,  and  Karla  Ingrid,  who  is 
two.  ji 

BETTY  REED,  '32,  who  is  Mrs.  Robert  R. 
Rogers,  III  now  lives  at  1709  E.  41,  Savan- 
nah, Georgia.  , 

BOBBIE  HUDSON,  '36,  is  Mrs.  Russell 
Marks,  631  E.  7th  Street,  El  Dorado,  Ar- 
kansas. Her  daughter,  Mary  Jane,  is  two 
years   old. 

EMILY  EREHART,  '36,  (Mrs.  D.  S.  Lin- 
coln) now  lives  at  2368  Bay  Road,  Taunton, 
Massachusetts. 

Lt.  and  Mrs.  J.  Barnwell  Phelps  (ROUTINE 
TOBIN,  '37)  have  moved  from  Ft.  Sill  to 
Camp   Adair,   Salem,    Oregon. 

MARY  HATTERSLEY,  '40,  received  her  A. 
B.  degree,  Indiana  University  last  spring. 
She  is  now  taking  a  nurse's  course  in 
Western  Reserve,  Cleveland,  Ohio. 

SARA  SUE  RUCKER,  '41,  who  is  Mrs. 
Louis  R.  Burnette  lives  at  498  E.  42nd 
Street,  Brooklyn,   New  York. 

Lt.  and  Mrs.  J.  L.  Jarvis  (JEAN  EMER- 
SON, '41)  and  their  twins,  Lee  and  Lynne, 
are  living  at  Lake  City,  Florida,  205  E. 
Baya  Avenue.  Lt.  Jarvis  is  a  pilot-instruc- 
tor at  the  new  Navy  Bombing  Base. 

MARGARET  McCORKLE,  '42,  was  one  of 

nine  students  at  the  University  of  Missouri, 
to  be  elected  to  the  Mortar  Board  Society, 
an  honorary  scholastic  and  literary  organi- 
zation. 

The  middle  of  April  CHARLENE  COLNOT, 
'42     MURIEL     BARKER,     '42  and     SUE 
MITCHELL,  '42,  met  for  a  reunion.  JOAN 
HARGRAVE     (1941-42     also     joined     this 
group. 

SALLY  PEETS,  '42,  is  Mrs.  M.  L.  Kaiser, 
in  care  of  Browns  Court,  Rt.  2,  Box  19 
Corpus    Christi,   Texas. 


NEWS  OF  OTHER  GULF  PARK  GIRLS 

VIRGINIA  STACY  (1922-23),  (Mrs.  H.  S. 
Berger),  has  moved  back  to  Richmond,  Vir- 
ginia, from  Florida.  Her  husband  is  lo- 
cated in  business  in  Richmond  and  they 
live  at  2101  Park  Avenue,  Apartment  3, 
Richmond,  Virginia.  Virginia  has  two  chil- 
dren, a  daughter  thirteen  and  a  baby  who 
is  a  year  old. 

JOE  HOWELL  (1922-23)  is  Mrs.  J.  G. 
Smith,  1209  W.  5th  Street,  Pine  Bluff, 
Arkansas.  She  has  two  daughters,  Jo  Anne 
who  is  16  and  a  sophomore  in  high  school, 
and  Shirley  who  is  10. 

EMMA  JANE  HODGE  (1924-28)  is  Mrs. 
S.  N.  Pittenger,  460  South  Northwest  High- 
way, Park  Ridge,  Illinois. 

ROSE  THOMPSON  (1924-25)  formerly  of 
Leesville,  Louisiana,  is  Mrs.  Robert  Lawes 
of  1102  Ninth  Street,  Lake  Charles,  Louis- 
iana. She  has  two  children,  boy  who  is 
five  years  old  and  a  daughter,  three. 

ADELL  STOKES  (1924-25),  now  Mrs.  Jack 
Stewart,  sent  a  lovely  Christmas  note  and 
gave  us  her  new  address,  R.  R.  No.  2, 
Jeffersontown,  Kentucky.  Her  son  is  fif- 
teen years  old. 

MILDRED  GOULD  (1924-25)  is  Mrs.  Wade 
Creekman  and  has  two  sons. 

RUTH  ATCHLEY  (1924-25)  is  Mrs.  T.  D. 
Warner  of  Jonesboro,  Arkansas. 

CORINNE  HACH  (1925-26)  is  Mrs.  Arthur 
Cunningham,  Jr.,  Main  Street,  West  Point, 
Mississippi. 

FANNIE  BELL  WOODCOCK  (1926-27)   is 

Mrs.  George  Callahan,  804/2  Quapaw,  Hot 
Springs,  Arkansas. 

LOUISE  STEVENSON  (1926-27)  Mrs. 
Philip  Kile  called  at  Gulf  Park  with  her 
young  son  on  April  29. 

ELIZABETH  DAVIS  (1926-28)  is  Mrs. 
George  E.  Holder  of  R.  R.  No.  1,  Bloom- 
ington,  Illinois.  She  has  two  daughters, 
ages  eleven  and  one. 

MARY     FRANKLIN     (1926-28)      is     Mrs. 

Lawrence  Rust,  8  Country  Club  Place, 
Bloomington,  Illinois,  and  has  three  sons. 

BARBARA  SWALLOW  (1926-27)  is  Mrs. 
William  Redman,  415  W.  Winter  Street, 
Danville,  Illinois. 
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ACTIVITIES 


SUE  PARKER  (1927-28)  who  is  Mrs. 
George  L.  Tidwell,  810  St.  John,  Monroe, 
Louisiana,  has  made  a  hobby  of  photography 
in  recent  years  and  has  won  numerous 
prizes  and  blue  ribbons,  specializing  in 
photography  of  children.  She  was  awarded 
one  of  the  four  blue  ribbons  at  the  Inter- 
national Show  for  Amateurs  in  New  York. 
Recently  the  Chicago  Herald  printed  one 
of  her  pictures  titled,  "Letters  to  Father." 
And  last  August  "Look"  magazine  printed 
pages  of  Sue's  work.  Her  eight  year  old 
daughter,  Terrie,  is  her  model  for  most  of 
her  photographs. 

RUTH  GORDON  (1928-29)  is  Mrs.  John  C. 
La  Ravia,  916  Ninth  Street,  Lake  Charles, 
Louisiana.  She  has  a  daughter,  Jo  Ann, 
now  nine  years  of  age  who  is  a  future  Gulf 
Parker. 

JOSEPHINE  BROWN  (1928-29),  formerly 
of  Honduras,  wrote  a  very  interesting  note 
recently.  She  now  lives  in  Laurel,  Missis- 
sippi, at  1130  Sixth  Avenue  and  is  Mrs. 
T.    R.   Walker. 

A  note  also  came  from  JANIECE  RAE 
ABRAMSON  (1928-29)  who  is  Mrs.  Sammy 
Feldman  of  Holly  Grove,  Arkansas.  Her 
husband  is  in  an  army  camp  in  Colorado. 

CATHERINE  MILLS  (1928-29)  is  Mrs.  J. 
W.  Bellany,  Jr.,  203  Talbot,  Pine  Bluff, 
Arkansas.  They  have  an  adopted  son  who 
is  now  five  years  old. 

ROSAMOND  NORTON  (1928-29)  is  Mrs. 
Donald  Drake  of  Pine  Bluff,  Arkansas. 

LYGUSTIA     COXON     (1929-30)     is     Mrs. 

Alden  Limbocker  of  Lansing,  Michigan. 

MILDRED  BIRD  (1929-30)  is  Mrs.  T.  H. 
Taylor.  She  and  her  son,  Tommy,  age  seven, 
are  with  her  family  in  El  Dorado,  Arkansas, 
while  her  husband  is  with  the  Marine  Corps 
somewhere  in  the  Pacific. 

JEANICE  CROMWELL,  (1930-31)  of  Char- 
don,  Ohio,  holds  a  position  in  her  father's 
store   there. 

FRANCES  DYMOND  (1931-32)  is  Mrs. 
George  Wood,  Jr.,  of  1820  Hillcrest  Drive, 
Lima,  Ohio.  Her  husband  is  also  in  the 
army. 


EMILY  BERRYMAN  (1933-34),  formerly 
of  Fredonia,  Kansas,  is  Mrs.  J.  C.  Morris 
and  lives  in  Albuquerque,  New  Mexico.  They 
have  a  baby  daughter  named  Sydney  who 
is  twenty  months  old. 

SAMMY  JO  HAYS  (1933-36)  is  Mrs.  Wil- 
liam G.  Berry  of  El  Dorado,  Arkansas.  Her 
two  daughters,  Sammy  Jo  and  Katherine 
Hays  are  six  and  three. 

THEODOCIA   MURPHY   (1934-35)    is   Mis 

William  C.  Nolan,  1000  N.  Madison,  El 
Dorado,  Arkansas.  She  has  three  boys — 
Charles,  6,  Bill,  3,  and  Bob,  1. 

GENEVA  BELL  (1934-35)  is  Mrs.  Philip 
Greening  and  she  is  living  with  her  family 
in  El  Dorado  Arkansas,  while  her  husband 
is  in  the  service. 

CHARLOTTE  YOCUM  (1935-36)  is  Mrs. 
Arthur  F.  Felt,  Jr.,  and  lives  at  244  Bellaire 
Drive,  New  Orleans,  Louisiana.  Her  daugh- 
ter, Melinda  Lou,  is  a  year  old. 

JANE  HERRICK  (1936-37)  is  Mrs.  Richard 
Trahan,  Jr.,  817  Clarence,  Lake  Charles, 
Louisiana.  She  has  a  young  baby. 

VIRGINIA  NEALSON  (1936-37)  has  been 
Mrs.  C.  V.  Butler  for  five  years.  Her  little 
son  is  sixteen  months  old.  The  Butlers  live 
at  202  Main  Street,  Milan,  Tennessee. 

MARY  WINANS  (1936-37)  who  is  Mrs. 
Charles  E.  Thompson.  She  and  her  daughter, 
Phyllis  Lynn,  age  six  months,  are  with  her 
parents  in  Duncan,  Oklahoma,  while  her 
husband  is  in  training  at  San  Antonio  Avia- 
tion  Cadet   Center. 

VIRGINIA  PROETZ  (1936-38)  is  Mrs. 
George  W.  Vaughan  of  El  Dorado,  Arkan- 
sas. Her  daughter,  Suzanne,  will  be  three 
years   old   this   summer. 

PEANY  HICKS'  husband  is  a  lieutenant  in 
the  Army  Air  Forces.  He  is  stationed  at 
Santa  Ana,  California.  Peany's  married 
name  and  address:  Mrs.  Ira  R.  Abbott,  Jr., 
522  S.  Broadway,  Santa  Ana,  California. 

KATHLEEN  ZOLLMAN  (1937-38),  Mrs. 
Kathleen  Zollman  Williams  of  2131  Pierce 
Street,  San  Francisco,  California,  is  enlist- 
ing in  the  Marine  Women  Reserve  Corps. 


EVELYN    WALTERS     (1932-33),    who    is  MAVIS  THERIOT   (1938-39),  who  is  Mrs. 

Mrs.    L.    D.    McClelland    is    also   an    "army  J.    E.    Armstrong,    is   living   in   Cambridge, 

wife."  Evelyn's  new  address  is  2147  Ryons,  Massachusetts,    for    the   present.   Her    hus- 

Lincoln,  Nebraska.  band  is  a  lieutenant,  (j.  g.). 
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DOROTHY  WILCOX  (1938-39),  formerly 
of  Jonesboro,  Arkansas,  is  Mrs.  C.  H.  Fish- 
er, 1336  Piedmont,  Atlanta,  Georgia.  She 
is  instructing  Navy  men  and  young  women 
to  fly  a  Link  trainer,  and  finds  her  work 
very  fascinating. 

BETTY  BARNES  (1938-39),  who  is  Mrs. 
Gordon  Muehlhausen,  is  living  with  her  fam- 
ily at  R.  R.  4,  Logansport,  Indiana,  while 
her  husband  is  in  Hawaii. 

POLLY  GARDEN  (1939-40)  is  in  Chicago 
where  she  is  studying  music  at  the  Amer- 
ican Conservatory.  She  wrote  that  she  and 
"CHICO"  GRIFFIN,  '41,  live  only  three 
blocks  apart.  Chico  is  working  at  the  Mer- 
chandise Mart  for  N.  B.  C. 

JAYNE  SWARTZBAUGH  (1938-40  is  Mrs. 
Marcus  Day,  Jr.,  of  Bath,  Maine. 

BETTY  CRUMPTON  (1940-41)  who  mar- 
ried Lieut.  Henry  A.  Laughlin,  Jr.,  recent- 
ly is  living  in  Selma,  Alabama,  at  2391 
Broad   Street. 

FRANCES  POST  (1939-40)  is  Mrs.  Herbert 
Hayes  Jones,  1400  Lake  Shore  Drive,  Chi- 
cago, Illinois. 

LOUISE  CAUDLE  (1939-40)  is  Mrs.  Dick 
Mobley.  Her  husband  is  at  present  station- 
ed at  Fort  Sill,  Oklahoma. 

DAISY  WINSTEAD  (1939-40),  now  Mrs. 
George  Graves,  is  living  in  Boulder,  Col- 
orado, where  her  husband,  Ensign  Graves, 
is  stationed.  She  recently  saw  several  Gulf 
Parkers  including  ODETTE  JENSEN,  VIR- 
GINIA MARSHALL  and  SARAH  TAG- 
GART. 

VELMA  ROGERS  (1939-40)  is  Mrs.  Joe  W. 

Miller.  Her  husband  is  in  the  service  so 
she  is  staying  at  home  in  ElDorado,  Ar- 
kansas. 

A  recent  issue  of  a  San  Antonio,  Texas, 
paper  carried  a  photograph  of  WYNEE 
MARTIN  (1939-41),  now  Mrs.  F.  M.  War- 
den. She  and  Lt.  Warden  have  an  apart- 
ment at  128  Harrigan  Court,  San  Antonio, 
Texas. 

BETTY  HOLLOWAY  (1940-41)  of  Mont- 
gomery, Alabama,  wrote  us  and  enclosed 
clippings  concerning  BETTY  CRUMPTION'S 

engagement,  but  she  did  not  give  any  news 
concerning  herself. 

KAY  STEELY  (1941-42)  was  married  on 
January  22  to  Corporal  Frank  O'Neal  (En- 
gineer Corps).  They  are  in  Alexandria, 
Louisiana,  for  a  short  time  but  Kay's 
permanent  address  will  be  904  N.  Frank- 
lin, Danville,  Illinois. 


DORIS  WINKLER  ('42)  of  5914  Washing- 
ton Boulevard,  Indianapolis,  Indiana,  is  at- 
tending the  University  of  Minnesota  taking 
training  in  the  Curtis-Wright  School. 

ENGAGEMENTS 

The  engagement  of  KAROLYN  CUZALINA, 

418  North  7th  Street,  Ponca  City,  Okla- 
homa, has  been  announced  to  John  William 
Hron,  also  of  Ponca  City.  No  definite  date 
for  the  marriage  has  been  set.  Karolyn  is 
majoring  in  education  at  Stillwater.  Mr. 
Hron  is  at  Fort  Sill,  Oklahoma. 

The  engagement  of  CAROLYN  CAMP- 
BELL, '40,  to  Richard  Waggoner  has  been 
announced. 

MARRIAGES 

ELLEN  ERICKSON  WHITCOMB  (1924-25) 

to  Owen  Perry,  March  13.  At  home,  Helena, 
Montana. 

VIRGINIA  LARUE  (1933-34)  to  Lt.  Arthur 
Roland  Slade,  Jr.,  March  9.  At  home  723 
East  3rd   Street,  Crowley,   Louisiana. 

VIRGINIA   WOODRUFF    (1932-35)    to   Lt. 

Richard  Spencer  Waddel,,  March  7.  At  home 
Baker  Hotel,  Mineral  Wells,  Texas. 

BETTY  LEE  GREENADALT  (1938-39)  to 
Alfred  Hicks,  II,  April  24. 

MURIEL  PASQUIER,  '39,  to  Lt  Joseph  A. 
Farris,  April  17,  in  Washington,  D.  C. 

FRANCES  RIPPEY  (1934-35)  of  St.  Louis 
to  Rex  E.  Greaves,  an  officer  candidate  at 
Camp  Callan,  California,  on  April  20  in  Los 
Angeles,  California.  Frances  will  live  with 
her  parents,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  D.  Rippey, 
Congress  Hotell,  St.  Louis,  Missouri,  while 
her  husband   is  on  duty. 

MARY  KEENE  HOWARD,  '40,  to  Ensign 
John  D.  Hightower,  April  6.  They  will  be 
temporarily  located  in  Memphis,  Tennessee. 

HELEN  FEHRENBACHER,  '40,  to  Marion 
Eaton  Hebron,   April  24. 

JEAN  STOVALL  JETTER,  '40,  to  Corp. 
Thomas  Jefferson  Becktold,  March  23.  They 
will  make  their  home  in  Salem,  Oregon, 
while  Corporal  Becktold  is  stationed  at 
Camp   Adair. 

ALICE  MAY  SKELLIE,  '38,  to  David  Mil- 
ton Miller,  Jr.,  April  18. 

RUTH  McKIM,  '41,  to  Lt.  Gilbert  E.  Kinder, 
February  16. 

BETTY  JOA  FLOYD  (1941-42)  to  Thomas 
Standberry  of  the  Army  Air  Corps,  January 
9. 

LILY  BELLE  ANDERSON,  "42,  to  Eugene 
Albert  McQuillan,  March  27. 


34 


BIRTHS 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Don  G.  Anderson  (JEAN 
CLARK,  '32)  of  Waupun,  Wisconsin,  a  son, 
Kent  Clark,  January   8. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Alfred  Stork  (JEAN  ANN 
PIPPEN,  1933-34)  a  daughter,  Sandra  Lee, 
January  18. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Thomas  Lowry  Gilbert 
(MARY     JANE      HOLDERNESS,     '36)    a 

daughter,   Judith,   February  20. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  G.  W.  Zeisler  (DOROTHY 
LOCKE,  '37)  of  14719  Clifton  Boulevard, 
Lakewood,  Ohio,  a  daughter,  Jill,  February 
1. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Douglas  Hindley  (ELIZA- 
BETH MOORE,  '37)  of  6124  Glen  Towers, 
Hollywood,  California,  a  son,  Douglas  Moore 
Hindley,  February  28. 

To  Lieut,  and  Mrs.  J.  E.  Armstrong  (MAVIS 
THERIOT,  1938-39),  Mavis  Michael,  Feb- 
ruary  10. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Oscar  George  Roeder 
( HELEN  MILLER,  '40)  a  son,  John  Miller, 
February  28. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Charles  F.  Whitoner  (VIR- 
GINIA MARCHMONT,  '40)  daughter,  Peg- 
gy Ann,  January  31. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  L.  Musser 
(PHYLLIS  PERSON,  '29),  a  son,  William 
Lloyd,  Jr.,  December  12.  The  Mussers  live 
at  12  East  88th  Street,  New  York  City. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  G.  A.  Manual  (VIRGINIA 
LUNDY,  '30),  a  son,  Robert  Lundy,  Decem- 
ber   18,    in   Tulsa,    Oklahoma. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs  Donald  Howell  Keil 
(FRANCES  BAGGOTT,  '32),  a  son,  John 
Baggott,  December  25. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  A.  Binkley,  Jr. 
(BERWYN  JERVIS,  1932-34),  a  daughter, 
Beverly  Alexanderia,  December  18.  The 
Binkleys  live  at  4603  Sunderland  Road, 
Jacksonville,  Florida. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  Bigham  (MAR- 
ION FRENCH,  1937-39),  a  son  on  Decem- 
ber  17,   in  Rushville,  Illinois. 

To  Captain  and  Mrs.  Myers  Deems  (FLOR- 
ENCE WOODS,  '34)  a  daughter,  Sue  Ann 
Deems,   February   25. 

To  Lt.  and  Mrs.  Obbie  Lewis  (EDITH 
SHACKEROFF,  1940-41)  a  daughter,  Nat- 
alie, April  17,  in  Batesville,  Mississippi. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  E.  F.  Jackson  (MARTHA 
COX,  '41)  a  daughter,  Diana  Gayle  Jackson, 
April  26,  at  213  Orchard,  Webster  Groves, 
Missouri. 


To  Captain  and  Mrs.  Warren  George  Mollen- 
kamp  (SHIRLEY  VAN  DOLAH  '40)  a  son, 
Tad  Allen,  April  14  at  4853  Dixie  Drive, 
Pacific  Beach,   California. 

DEATHS 

PEARL  MERKEL  (1926-27)  of  Chicago, 
Illinois,  passed  away  on  December  17,  fol- 
lowing a  serious  operation  and  illness  of 
three  weeks.  We  extend  our  deepest  sym- 
pathy to  mmbers  of  her  family. 
To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Don  G.  Anderson  (JEAN 

EXCERPTS    FROM    LETTERS 

Dear  Dr.  Cox: 

I  receive  the  Tammy  Howl  regularly  and 
am  always  so  glad  when  a  copy  arrives.  At 
present,  we  are  quite  busy  in  the  bank  with 
the  second  War  Bond  Drive  nearing  its 
completion,  and  I  am  chairman  in  western 
Phillips  County;  and  also  the  newly  set  up 
Ration  Banking  Plan  means  extra  work, 
but  we  are  only  too  glad  to  do  our  part 
in  trying  to  bring  an  early  peace. 

Best  wishes  to  you  and  Mrs.   Cox  dur- 
ing   this    commencement    season. 
Rachel  Swift,  '25 
Marvell,  Arkansas 

Dear  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Cox: 
You  can't  begin  to  know  how  much  I  en- 
joyed my  copy  of  the  Tammy  Howl  received 
recently.  I  took  a  whole  evening  off,  and 
went  through  it  from  cover  to  cover,  and 
it  brought  back  such  nice  memories.  It  was 
grand  hearing  of  old  schoolmates,  and  know- 
ing what  the  girls  in  school  now  are  doing. 
The  pictures  are  mighty  nice  too — I  especial- 
ly enjoyed  the  ones  of  the  Gymkhana,  for 
I  am  active  in  a  riding  club  here,  and  we 
hold  at  least  two  gymkhanas  a  year  be- 
sides a  large  horse  show  that  has  been  very 
successful. 

Like  so  many  of  your  other  "girls,"  I 
am  working  for  the  duration — for  a  doctor 
here  who  has  charge  of  the  Health  Bureau. 
I  always  loved  secretarial  work,  but  never 
thought  I  would  get  back  into  it  again  be- 
cause of  my  two  young  hopefuls.  However, 
the  need  was  great  and  the  doctor  seemed 
to  think  I  was  the  one  for  the  position, 
so  I  took  it. 

As  Janet  Dunbar  Castle  wrote  you,  no 
friendship  seems  to  mean  as  much  as  those 
formed  at  G.  P.  C,  and  I  too  still  corre- 
spond with  six  or  eight  of  the  girls  I  knew 
there. 

Believe  it  or  not,  money  has  been  put 
aside  for  my  seven-year  old  daughter's  col- 
lege education,  and  you  know  where  that 
will  be!  I  just  hope  she  can  have  the  ex- 
periences and  benefits  that  I  had  there.   I 
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have  wondered  so  often  what  has  been  done 
about  the  cruises — of  course  you  can't  have 
them  now,  but  has  something  taken  their 
place?  I  have  always  been  so  grateful  for 
that  cruise — I  had  fully  intended  doing  more 
traveling  when  I  finished  school,  but  never 
did,  and  now  probably  never  will;  but  at 
least  I  have  had  that  memory  and  pleasure. 
As  I  remember,  I  had  to  borrow  bus  fare 
from  Dr.  Cox  to  get  from  New  Orleans 
back  to  school,  but  he  didn't  mind,  and  I 
was  happily   "broke!" 

I  think  of  you  both  a  lot,  and  hope  that 
the  coming  years  hold  a  lot  of  happiness 
for  you.  Miss  Evans  is  a  pleasant  memory 
too — what  exquisite  verses  she  writes,  and 
what  a  lovely  woman  she  is.  Give  her  my 
best  regards,  though  she  can't  possibly  re- 
member me  after  all  these  years. 

Goodbye  again,  and  remember  that  I  ap- 
preciate any  word  I  receive  from  you  and 
Gulf  Park. 

Marjorie  Longfellow  Otis  (1926-27) 

(Mrs.   Charles  Francis   Otis 
75   Wyndale  Road, 
Rochester,  New  York) 

Dearest  Dr.  Cox: 

How  is  everything  at  that  grand, grand 
school?  I  know  you  are  turning  out  just  as 
wonderful  specimens  as  ever.  I  wouldn't 
give  a  million  for  the  fun  and  grand  friends 
I  had  at  Gulf  Park.  It  is  something  that 
stays  with  you  always,  those  perfect  mem- 
ories of  the  best  part  of  a  girl's  life. 


I  love  to  receive  the  Tammy  Howl- 
is  grand,  and  keep  up  the  good  work. 
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My  mother  and  father  join  me  in  best 
wishes  to  you  and  sweet  Mamma  Cox,  give 
her  our  very  best  regards. 

Eleanor  Mickelberrv  Lowitz,  '28 

9434  South  Laflin  Street, 
Chicago,  Illinois 

Dear  Dr.   Cox: 

Please  don't  ever  stop  sending  Tammy 
Howl.  Receiving  it  is  the  next  best  thing 
to  a  visit  to  the  campus.  When  Tammy  Howl 
arrives  all  else  is  forgotten  until  every  word 
has  been  simply  devoured. 

Our  daughter,  Linda,  is  still  a  good 
prospect  for  Gulf  Park  in  the  year  1951. 

My  best  love  to  both  you  and  dear  Mrs. 


Cox. 


Mary  Catherine  Smither,  '31 

(Mrs.  L.  R.  Smith 
Decatur,  Alabama 


Dear  Dr.  Cox: 

Have  enjoyed  the  Tammy  Howl  very 
much.  Would  appreciate  it  though  if  you'd 
send  it  directly  to  me.  I'll  keep  you  inform- 
ed of  our  change  in  address. 

We  have  been  in  Savannah  a  month. 
The  only  thing  we  don't  like  about  it  we 
can't  get  a  phone.  Even  though  my  FBI 
husband  is  eligible  for  one  there  just  isn't 
any  cable  to  lay  a  line. 

Between  retrieving  run-away  Tommy 
(19  months)  and  planting  a  garden  I  don't 
have  much  time  for  anything  else.  At  least 
I  am  acquiring  a  Gulf  Park  tan  out  of  it 
all. 

Give  my  love  to  Mrs.  Cox  and  best  re- 
gards  to  you  from 

BETTY  REED,  '32 

(Mrs.  Robert  R.  Rogers 
1709  E.  41st 
Savannah,  Georgia 

Dear  Dr.  Cox: 

You  might  be  interested  to  know  that 
I  am  a  working  girl  again.  This  time  I  am 
a  banker  and  like  it  very  much.  So  many 
of  the  boys  and  men  have  been  drafted, 
that  the  clerks  and  bookkeepers  are  prac- 
tically all  girls.  The  filing  clerks,  of  which 
I  am  one,  file  checks  and  balance  books. 
It  is  a  lovely  and  most  congenial  place  to 
work.  One  reason  I  have  not  had  much  time 
lately  is  that  my  fiance  surprised  me  the 
other  day  by  coming  into  town  unexpected- 
ly. He  is  an  instructor  in  an  army  school 
in  Kansas  City,  and  from  what  I  hear  he 
is  their  prize  Radio  and  Code  instructor. 
At  least  his  classes  have  been  the  leading 
ones  all  the  time. 

Last  summer  I  spent  all  my  time  being 
a  craft  instructor  at  two  different  camps — 
one  here  at  home,  another  the  Chicago  Y. 
W.  camp  in  Michigan.  This  weekend  I  am 
planning  on  going  up  to  Chicago  to  a  camp 
reunion.  Enough  about  myself.  I  was  so 
glad  to  hear  from  you.  And  I  do  enjoy  the 
alumnae  news  in  the  Tammy  Howl.  I  only 
wish  I  could  get  down  that  way  again. 

Margaret  Ellen  Jayne,  '31 

1500  Whittier 
Springfield,  111. 

Dear  Dr.  Cox: 

I  received  the  Tammy  Howl  regularly 
and  enjoy  it  very  much,  particularly  the 
news  about  the  alumnae.  However,  I  even 
read  the  gossip  column  which  gives  me  a 
true  remembrance  of  things  past  and  a 
feeling  of  being  much  closer  to  the  real 
Gulf  Park,  which  of  course  is  the  student 
body. 
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I  don't  believe  I  have  any  personal  news 
and  a  permanent  address  is  of  course  a 
thing  of  the  past  in  these  times.  I  expect 
my  husband  to  enter  the  army  within  the 
next  two  months.  I  believe  the  best  address 
for  me  now  would  be  care  of  Fred  Gordy, 
Conway,  Arkansas.  Please  give  my  best 
regards  to  Mrs.  Cox,  Miss  Evans,  and  Mrs. 
Hardy  who  probably  don't  remember  me 
but  whom  I  remember  fondly. 

With  best  wishes  to  you  and  the  entire 
college. 

Molly  Gordy,  '33 

(Mrs.   Reddich   Riff  el 
in  care  of  Mr.  Fred  Gordy, 
Conway,  Arkansas) 

Dear   Dr.   Cox : 

Many  times  I  have  enjoyed  reading  the 
Tammy  Howl,  and  it  would  bring  back 
memories  of  the  wonderful  times  that  I, 
as  well  as  Mother  and  my  sister,  Margaret, 
have  spent  on  the  Gulf  Coast.  In  addition 
to  the  pleasant  memories  of  Gulf  Park,  I 
am  more  than  elated  that  we  took  advan- 
tage of  the  Caribbean  and  European  trips 
that  were  offered  under  your  supervision. 

My  husband,  an  engineer  with  Austin 
Construction  Company,  has  been  in  defense 
work  for  a  year  and  I  recently  received  my 
service  pin  for  surgical  dressing  work  for 
the  Red  Cross. 

In  the  meantime,  thank  you  so  very 
much  for  sending  the  Tammy  Howl  and 
the  Christmas  cards.  Please  remember  me 
to  Mrs.  Cox  and  so  many  others  too  num- 
erous to  mention. 

Dorothy  Berry, 

(Mrs.   C.  I.  Glass 
604  N.  W  25th  Street, 
Oklahoma  City,   Oklahoma — or 
621  E.  Broadway, 
Cushing,  Oklahoma) 

Dear  Dr.  Cox: 

After  all  these  years  a  "silent"  partner 
busts  in  to  answer  one  of  your  letters.  Even 
though  it  wasn't  "writ  by  hand"  (as  Lil 
Abner  says)  it  was  appreciated — and  the 
Tammy  Howl  is  always  appreciated  even 
though  not  politely  acknowledged. 

Three  years  ago  I  married  a  Russian 
whom  I  had  met  at  the  Spring  Fiesta  in 
New  Orleans.  We  saw  each  other  for  nearly 
two  weeks  and  five  months  later  were  married 
on  the  strength  of  it.  It  was  a  good  match! 
But  you  can  tell  Mrs.  Hardy  for  me  that 
any  girl  who  marries  a  Russian  has  a  real 
Social  Problem  on  her  hands.  Outside  of  a 


guitar,  a  few  Russian  songs  and  an  old 
square  piano  we  began  married  life  on  nil. 
Now,  however,  we  own  a  small  home  which 
we  are  doing  over  and  liking  it  all  very 
much.  Can't  say  I  love  the  cold  here  though. 
I  do  become  homesick  for  the  hot  sandy 
beaches  at  Gulfport — for  the  sea  nettles! 
Then  I  remember  all  the  fun  I  had  at  Gulf 
Park. 

Next  time  we  are  allowed  to  go  South 
you  may  be  sure  I'll  bring  my  Mad  Russian 
to  that  campus  we  all  are  proud  of — he 
imagines  Odessa  is  the  best  place  in  the 
world ! 

Fond  regards  for  yourself  and  Mrs.  Cox. 
Remember  me  to  anyone  who  remembers 
me! 

Betty  Kemp,  '36 

(Mrs.  Arendt  Meiker 
1181  Lillian  Street, 
Windsor,   Ontario,   Canada) 

Dear  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Cox: 

It  is  always  a  pleasure  to  receive  the 
Tammy  Howl.  Of  course  I  immediately 
turn  to  the  Alumnae  section.  It  bring  back 
so  many  wonderful  memories  of  GPC. 

In  just  a  few  weeks,  May  28th,  we  will 
celebrate  our  first  wedding  anniversary.  In 
this  one  year  we  have  been  stationed  in 
Wyoming,  Missouri,  Arizona,  and  California. 
Norman,  a  first  lieutenant,  is  adjutant  of 
the  Sixth  Quartermaster  Battalion. 

I  wish  it  were  possible  for  you  to  print 
a  list  of  addresses  for  former  students.  So 
many  times  I'd  like  to  drop  this  one  or  that 
a  line.  I  think  there  would  probably  be 
others  with  the  same  idea.  If  such  a  list 
is  impossible  would  you  please  send  me  the 
addresses  of:  DOROTHY  SCHEIDLER 
(1936-37),  BETTY  DAVIS,  '37  and  ETTA 
PARDEE    (1935-36). 

You  might  be  interested  to  know  that 
JOANNA  STEGEMAN  (1935-36)  is  society 
editor  of  the  Griffin  Daily  News,  Griffin, 
Georgia.  MARION  STEGEMAN  (1937-38) 
is  in  the  Ferry  Command,  WAFS. 

Margie  Schmisseur,  '37 

(Mrs.  Norman  J.  Kraemer 

1128  Peach  Street 

San  Luis  Obispo,  California) 

Dear  Dr.  Cox: 

I  have  made  application  to  the  Red  Cross 
for  position  of  Recreational  Staff  Assistant 
in  overseas  duty,  and  due  to  the  urgency 
of  time  I  took  the  liberty  of  giving  your 
name  as  a  reference  before  informing  you 
of  the  fact. 

37 


How  are  you  and  Mrs.  Cox?  I  think  of 
you  both  so  often  and  of  the  very  happy 
days  I  spent  at  Gulf  Park.  They  will  be 
among  my  most  pleasant  and  treasured 
memories.  If  I  succeed,  in  getting  this  very 
interesting  work  I  will  let  you  know  and 
perhaps  you  could  put  it  in  the  Tammy 
Howl. 

Give  my  love  to  Mrs.  Cox,  Mr.  Davies 
and  all  the  rest. 

Betty   Fae   Kearns,   '37 

2606  Hughes 
Amarillo,  Texas 

Dear   Dr.   and  Mrs.  Cox: 

Gulf  Park  is  still  and  I  hope  always  will 
be  one  of  the  most  cherished  memories  I 
have  in  my  heart.  And  I  am  sure  that  every 
girl  who  has  had  the  honor  of  graduating 
or  even  attending  Gulf  Park  has  the  same 
feeling.  It  seems  as  though  I  should  have 
had  many  opportunities  to  come  over  and 
visit  with  you,  but  it  just  seems  as  though 
I  haven't  been  on  the  Coast  at  all  so  far 
this  year.  But  you  may  be  sure  that  the 
first  time  I  am  over  there  I  will  be  sure 
to   stop  in  and   see  you  both. 

BETTY  ANDRES  (now  Mrs.  Ed.  Goscin) 
was  down  on  her  honeymoon,  and  she  and 
her  husband,  Lt.  Ed  Goscin  are  stationed 
in  Camp  Livingston,  Louisiana.  We  all  had 
quite  a  visit  together.  ELKA  FREEMAN 
(now  Mrs.  Stanly  Diefenthal)  is  still  here 
in  New  Orleans,  and  I  see  her  very  often. 
She  has  a  baby  boy  who  will  be  a  year  old 
in  August  and  is  just  adorable.  I  know  you 
also  remember  FRANCES  FRENCH.  She 
is  not  an  alumnae  but  attended  Gulf  Park 
three  years.  She  is  living  here  and  is  Mrs. 
Ben  McKowan.  I  see  her  quite  often  as  we 
both  belong  to  the  Red  Cross  Motor  Corps 
and  work  together  at  least  one  day  a  week, 
and   some   times   more   often! 

I  enjoy  reading  the  Tammy  Howl  more 
than  you  know.  Each  time  it  comes  I  sit 
down  and  read  it  from  cover  to  cover.  I 
only  wish  it  would  come  more  often. 

Please  give  my  best  love  to  Mama  T., 
Mrs.  Brashear,  and  to  all  the  others.  As 
always  my  fondest  love  to  both  of  you. 

Betty  Hart,  '37 

435  Audubon  Boulevard 
New  Orleans,  Louisiana 

Dear  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Cox: 

As  you  see  we  are  not  quite  in  Gulfport, 
but  as  close  as  we  can  get  under  the  circum- 
stances. A  transfer  to  Camp  Shelby  would 
be  a  dream  come  true — 'twould  be  140  miles 
closer,  but  we  are  not  complaining! 


I'd  like  to  propose  a  fishing  trip — or 
just  a  trip — as  we  used  to  have  to  Ship 
Island  for  some  of  the  Alumnae  who  are 
stationed  or  living  close  to  Gulfport.  The 
boys  could  take  V.  0.  C.  O.'s  (some  kind  of 
pass — I  don't  understand  the  Army)  on 
some  Saturday  and  we  could  all  meet  about 
ten  o'clock  for  an  all  day  trip.  We're  in- 
terested. Do  you  know  anyone  else  that 
would  be?  Perhaps  Mr.  Cooke  could  give  us 
the  prices  on  the  boats  and  naturally  we'd 
like  for  you  all  to  be  our  chaperons  if  it's 
convenient.  What  do  you  think? 

How  I  miss  Gulf  Park.  1  was  home  last 
week  and  saw  all  the  movies  of  my  four 
years  and  practically  wept!  I  want  Ed  to 
see  it  all.  He  doesn't  believe  that  anything 
could  be  so  wonderful.  He'll  find  out! 


My  love  to  everybody,  but  especially  to 


you. 

Betty  Andres,  39 

(Mrs.  E.  J.   Goscin, 
temporary  address: 
2924  Jackson  Street,  Extension, 
Alexandria,  Louisiana) 

Dearest  Mama  Cox: 

School  has  been  going  along  fine.  I  shall 
finish  the  last  day  of  this  month  meaning 
I  have  only  about  two  weeks.  I  have  spent 
a  most  profitable  eight  months  with  my 
teaching.  I  don't  know  what  I  shall  do  next 
year,  but  I  want  to  try  something  else — or 
at  least  a  different  school.  Perhaps  I  shall 
line-up  some  war  work  now.  I  heard  from 
JEAN  WARNER  and  she  said  she  was 
working  hard.  MARTHA  WILLIAMS  wrote 
she  was  well  and  sees  PAT  PIPKIN,  JEAN 
FLOREY,  and  others  often.  DOROTHY 
WARREN  is  in  school  near  here  and  plans 
to  come  down  soon. 

Wish  I  could  come  through  there  again 
this  summer.  Didn't  we  have  a  good  time? 
It  was  sho  a  wonderful  way  to  start  off 
my  trip — a  trip  to  see  you  first. 

Sister  (MARION  HOOVER,  '42)  hears 
from  her  husband  quite  often.  She  still  talks 
of  her  trip  to  see  all  in  the  not-so-long  ago. 
Am  wondering  how  all  is  progressing  there. 
Are  you  still  going  like  one  of  our  Kentucky 
race-horses  ?  Would  certainly  like  to  see  you. 
I  miss  and  think  of  you  often.  Gulf  Park 
must  really  be  looking  beautiful  now.  Bet- 
ter close  before  I  get  just  too  nostalgic. 

Annah   Hoover,   '40 

Dear  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Cox: 

After  two  years  of  not  writing  to  you 
I  feel  quite  ashamed.  But  I  have  had  two 
busy  years  of  school  life  which  are  now 
completed.  For  last  Monday  I  received  my 
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Bachelor  of  Science  degree  and  a  life  cer- 
tificate to  teach  in  elementary  schools,  and 
to  climax  that  event  my  parents  announced 
my  engagement  to  the  boy  I  was  going 
with  while  at  Gulf  Park.  The  date  of  our 
marriage  has  not  been  set  for  he  will  go 
into   the   army   soon. 

From  my  sister's  letters  I  read  that 
Gulf  Park  is  the  same  as  ever  and  she  is 
considering  her  second  year  there,  as  I  did. 

I  hope  you  both  are  well  and  happy  and 
are  anticipating  a  beautiful  graduation  for 
your  seniors.  I  can  truthfully  say  after 
witnessing  several  and  participating  in 
three  of  them  myself  that  my  graduation 
at  Gulf  Park  or  the  graduations  at  Gulf 
Park  were  the  most  beautiful  and  impres- 
sive ones  that  I  have  ever  seen. 

I  am  enclosing  an  announcement  of  my 
engagement  which  I  thought  you  might 
like  to  read. 

I  am  planning  on  a  visit  to  Gulf  Park 
but  what  date  or  year  is  as  indefinite  as 
this  war  which  now  seems  to  be  our  most 
important  topic  of  conversation. 
Karolyn  Cuzalina,  '41 

Dear  Dr.  Cox: 

I  always  enjoy  reading  Tammy  Howl  to 
the  utmost,  learning  news  of  what's  actual- 
ly new  at  Gulf  Park.  So  many  memories 
constantly  linger  in  my  mind  of  pleasant 
days  by  the  sea,  I  can't  tell  you  how  wonder- 
ful my  two  years  were. 

As  you  probably  know,  I  spent  last  year 
at  the  University  of  Colorado,  and  this  year 
five  months  in  Florida  with  my  family.  We 
just  returned  to  Dayton  this  week.  While 
in  Florida  I  saw  JEAN  EMERSON  JARVIS, 
'41,  and  her  twins. 

I  am  not  doing  a  whole  lot  at  present — 
helping  my  father  and  doing  a  bit  of  writ- 
ing now  and  then. 

Give  Mama  Cox  my  best  love. 

Dottie  Daneman,  '41 

1532  Bryn  Mawr  Drive, 
Dayton,   Ohio 


Dearest  Aunt  Sue: 

Thank  you  so  much  for  the  "Tammy 
Howls"  you  sent.  I've  enjoyed  reading 
them  immensely. 

I've  regretted  not  writing  you  sooner, 
but  I've  been  very  ill  due  to  an  automobile 
accident  and  laid  up  in  the  hospital.  This 
all  happened  in  November  and  in  February 
I  was  given  a  medical  release  to  return  to 
Douglas   Aircraft   Co.   to  work. 


Are  you  feeling  better?  I  hope  so. 

Remember  I  think  of  you  so  often  and 
wish   I   could   visit    with    you.    I   love   you. 

Miles  of  love  and  always 
devotedly, 

Mary  Ella   Redshaw   '38 

1150  4th  Street, 
Santa  Monica,  Calif. 

Dear  Dr.  Cox: 

I  must  apologize  for  not  thanking  you 
sooner  for  the  Tammy  Howls.  My  inten- 
tions have  been  good  though,  for  I  really 
do  look  forward  to  each  issue.  It's  just 
like  a  letter  from  home  to  hear  from 
Gulf  Park.  And  it's  so  wonderful  to  feel 
that  we  still  belong  to  Gulf  Park.  "Thank 
you"  seems  horribly  inadequate,  but  I  know 
you  understand,  Dr.  Cox,  how  much  we 
all  appreciate  receiving  Tammy.  Gulf 
Park  will  always  be  my  Alma  Mater,  and 
any  service  I  can  do  her  is  a  pleasure,  so 
please  feel  free  to  call  on  me  anytime.  My 
best  wishes  to  you  and  Mrs.  Cox. 

Margaret    McCorkle,    '42 

105    So.    Webb   St., 
Webb  City,  Missori. 

Dear  Mamma  Cox: 

This  afternoon  my  sister,  KATE 
(KATHERINE  MITCHELL  '40)  and  I  re- 
ceived our  issues  of  Tammy.  You  can't 
imagine  how  much  we  both  enjoy  it,  and 
I  know  it  takes  a  good  two  hours  to  finish 
reminiscing  before  we  can  get  to  the  sub- 
ject matter. 

I  have  heard  quite  often  from  "our  lit- 
tle group."  BILLIE  ANDERSON,  '42,  is  so 

very  happy  with  her  new  husband. 

MURIEL  BARKER,  CHARLENE  COL- 
NOT,  AND  GINNY  HAWKINS  were  here 
for  the  week-end,  about  a  month  ago.  We 
had  such  a  wonderful  time  talking,  sing- 
ing old  GPC  songs,  and  exchanging  the  lat- 
est gossip.  JACKIE  HURST  called  us  from 
Pampa,  Texas,  and  we  all  practically  cover- 
ed the  distance  from  here  to  Texas  by 
sheer  lung  power.  We  always  were  prt- 
ty  noisy,  weren't  we? 

Two  weeks  ago  KAY  HICKS,  '41  spent 
the  weekend  with  us.  She  came  for  the 
Pan-hellenic  dances  at  Wabash  and  had  to 
return    to    school    (Illinois)     Sunday. 

I  a  ma  senior  at  Indiana  University  now. 
School  was  out  for  the  summer  on  April 
29th,  so  we  are  having  quite  a  long  vaca- 
tion. We  are  on  the  new  speed-up  sys- 
tem   and    have    three    semesters    of    four 
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months  each  year.  I  am  not  attending  this 
summer  semester  but  when  I  go  back  in 
September,  it  will  be  my  last  semester 
before  I  go  into  law  school  in  January. 

KATE  is  working  now  in  an  insurance 
company  as  assistant  to  the  comptroller. 
She  likes  it  very  much  in  spite  of  her 
difficulty  with  figures. 

We  both  send  our  love  to  you  and  Dr. 
Cox,  and  I  sincerely  hope  that  you  never 
have  another  "Toosey"  to  contend  with. 

Sue    Mitchell,    '42 

307  West  Main  St., 
Crawfordsville,    Indiana. 

Dearest   Miss    Evans   and    Idy: 

You'd  think  I  wasn't  the  proudest  child 
in  the  world,  but  at  the  last  minute  the 
announcements  were  misplaced.  I  found 
them,  but  at  this  late  date  it  seems  a  lit- 
tle bit  more  detail  is  in  order It's  a  lit- 
tle boy — so  Gulf  Park  is  out,  however — 
maybe  he  can  find  a  girl  there  like  his 
father  did.  He  was  born  at  7:30  P.M.  on 
April  the  14th  and  weighed  7  pounds-6  3-4 
ounces,  and  the  name  is  Tad  Allen — Tad 
after  my  father,  and  Allen — 'cause  Molly 
has  always  liked  the  name.  I  won't  say 
he's  a  honey — or  the  most  wonderful  little 
bundle  in  the  world — as  no-one  pays  any 
attention  to  new  mommies — but  he's  a  per- 
fect pocket  edition  of  Molly  and  that's  a 
star  snatched  out  of  the  sky  and  enough 
for  me.  Molly  still  doesn't  know  he's  a 
Daddy,  but  guess  it  won't  be  long — as  a 
cable  was  sent  by  Western  Union  and  one 
by  the  Red  Cross.  When  he  does  hear,  I 
hope  he  makes  such  a  fool  of  himself  that 
they'll  send  him  back — having  to  write  a 
Father  about  his  son  is  a  wee  bit  difficult. 
Had  a  nice  long  letter  from  him  yesterday, 
and  he'd  been  in  Australia  for  a  week  to 
rest  up  from  combat,  and  had  gone  to  see 
"My  Sister  Eileen."  Think  I'll  go  home 
sometime  soon  as  it's  a  good  time  for 
Blanche  to  see  her  grandson,  and  with  a 
little  help  with  Tad  now  and  then  I  can 
get  into  some  war  work.  This  mother  job 
is  like  the  one  you  two  have — in  other 
words,  full  time,  so  I'll  close  and  get  some 
squares  on  the  line  before  my  "small  fry" 
wakes  up  for  his  next  feeding.  Much, 
much  love  and  I  think  of  you  both  often, 
as  another  year  comes  to  a  halt.  As  al- 
ways, 

Just, 
Van  and  Tad 
Shirley  Van  Dolah,  '40 

(Mrs.  G.  Warren  Mollenkamp 
4853  Dixie  Drive 
Pacific  Beach,  Calif.) 


OFFICERS  FOR  NEXT 
YEAR  ARE  CHOSEN 

The  following  new  officers  for  1943-44 
were  recently  elected: 

Sigma  Psi  Iota 

Marian  Cuzalina,  president;  Mary  Fran- 
ces Jasper,  vice-president;  Vivian  New- 
berry, secretary;  Betty  Weill,  treasurer. 

Delta  Chi  Sigma 

Joy  Goff,  president;  Joan  Sayers,  vice- 
president;  Marilyn  Myers,  secretary;  Vir- 
ginia Kirk,  treasurer;  Katherine  Taylor, 
chaplain. 

Delta  Alpha  Sigma 

Ordell  Sawyer,  president;  Marilyn  Foun- 
tain, vice-president;  Doris  Culp,  secretary; 
Marjorie  Badgley,  treasurer;  Barbara  Gill, 
Chaplain. 

Athletic   Association 

Faye  Dunn,  president ;  Betty  Weill,  vice- 
president. 

Jet  Maskers 

Ann  Campbell,  president;  Joan  Sayers, 
secretary-treasurer. 

STAFF 

Editor Marie  Cottingham 

Ass't   Editor Marguerite   Butler 

Bus.  Manager Shirley  Anderson 

Ass't.   Bus.  Manager Emily  Brown 

Society  Editor Anne   Lampton 

Literary  Editor Betty  Metz 

Fashion   Editor Virginia   Meiners 

Sports   Editor Cathryn  Armstrong 

Art  Editor Shirley  Harris 

S Ida   La   Rose 

Typists 1 0rdet|  Sawyer 

Sponsor Ida  Mae  Goe 
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MINNIE      MINCHELL 


Andy  has  one  ambition  in  life;  one  Fri- 
day night  it  was  fulfilled — she  started  out 
with  a  run,  then  went  into  a  beautiful  dive 
on  the  sidewalk  where  she  broke  into  a 
smooth  Australian  crawl — after  several 
strokes  she  got  up  and  proceeded  to  walk 
merrily  down  the  street. 

We  hear  that  Gerry  and  Clyde  caught  a 
fish  out  at  Huck — likely  story — likely  story. 

Ann,  we  hear  you  left  a  slip  in  the  dime 
store — or  was  it  just  the  material. 

Was  Harris  ever  surprised  when  she 
found  a  strange  woman  sleeping  on  her  bed ! 
Why,  Shirl-ey! 

What  about  the  new  definition  of  Texas, 
gals — I  think  it  fits  to  a  tee. 

Minnie  wants  to  wish  Gerry  and  Joe  Van 
the  very  best  of  luck — with  oodles  and  oodles 
of  love  from  the  Senior  Class. 

Minnie  has  big  fast  wattery  tears  roll- 
ing down  her  cheek — gosh  she's  going  to 
miss  you. 

Nenon!  Your  slip  is  showing! 

Timber — er — er — er — erll ! 

Don't  you  just  love  our  campus,  cuddles? 

Romance  of  the  year!  G.  L.  had  a  date, 
and  he  held  her  hands  and  cracked  her 
knuckles. 

One  of  the  horses  took  Shep  for  a  ride — 
in  the  dust. 

Maybe  Stanley  heard  about  that  lieu- 
tenant, Betty. 

Kissler  and  Cuz  were  just  friends! 

Harry  certainly  went  around  about  way 
to   Tallahassee,    Sitter ! 

Eette  Anne  Taylor  is  more  anxious  than 
any  of  to  get  home  around  June  1.  Bob 
is  coming  home  after  being  oversets  a  year 
and   a  half. 

Clip  has  sent  Lucy  six  telegrams.  Maybe 
it's  the  real  thing. 

Katy  is  more  interested  in  Long  Beach 
now. 

Mrs.  Nausbaum  certainly  entertained  a 
"suite"  bunch  of  girls. 

Sally  and  Russ,  Sally  and  Harry— are 
there  any  more  boys  from  Detroit  station- 
ed around  here? 

Buster  is  now  a  soldier.  She  might  even 
become  a  big  leaguer. 

More  boys  from  home  around  here,  aren't 
there  Rayfield? 

Faye  made  an  out,  but  her  foot  was  on 
the  base.  The  umpire's  always  right,  Faye! 

Corky 's  car  plus  Marg's  aunt's  house — 
fun! 

Emily  and  Liz  can't  find  time  for  any- 
thing but  dating. 

Ann  Reitz,  be  careful  or  you'll  get, 
writers  cramp. 


It's  nice  having  your  mother  work  at 
the  U.  S.  0.,  isn't  it,  Monk? 

Rick,  you  sure  can  go  places  under  your 
own  steam — why  not  try  more  often. 

May  Harwood,  what  on  earth  are  we 
gonna  do  with  you — wearing  Trigger's  frat 
pin  and  Dave's  engagement  ring? 

Betty  Woolfolk,  what  about  those  flow- 
ers on  Mother's  Day  with  no  card? 

Is  the  good  "humor  man"  always  in 
such  a  good  humor  Patsy? 

If  you  see  a  new  glamour  girl  tripping 
around  Lloyd  Hall  don't  be  too  surprised — 
it's  just  our  streamlined  Runyon. 

Irmazell,  we  wonder  why  you  aren't  go- 
ing to  the  G.  C.  M.  A.  prom — what's  matter, 
honey,  losing  your  grip? 

Maxine,  wouldn't  it  be  much  more  simple 
if  you  took  sailing — after  all  Johnny's  out 
every    day. 

Martha  T. — we  thought  you  were  cute 
for  awhile  but  now  you're  getting  too  cute. 

Betty  and  Poke  seem  to  enjoy  these 
"rest-cures — at  Elsa's. 

Kat,  we  haven't  heard  much  about  Bill 
lately — what's  the  set  up? 

Martha  Y.,  does  it  really  give  you  one 
big  buzz? 

After  two  Spanish  telegrams  saying 
sweet  nothings  do  you  think  the  next  one 
will   say  here  I  come,   Peg? 

Mitch,  that  lieutenant  seems  to  be  right 
on  schedule  with  a  beautiful  orchid  on 
Easter. 

Must  be  extra  nice  to  have  one's  own 
car  at  school — eh  Martha?  Convenient,  too, 
I  would  say. 

Johnny,  how's  'bout  "Dee  Darling?" 

We  see  that  Dot  has  another  pin — is 
that  the  third  or  fourth,  Dot?  I've  lost 
count. 

Wickie,  what  attraction  sends  you  to 
Springfield  this  summer? 

If  Poke  and  Wick  make  it  to  California 
as  planned  we  expect  to  see  more  dark 
circles  under  their  eyes. 

Elsa,  you're  really  one  lucky  girl 
with  Beck  coming  again,  but  we  really 
would  like  to  meet  him  this  time. 

Why  were  all  the  little  jelly-bean  sweet- 
ies so  mad  Sunday  the  9th?  Too  sad  all 
that  brass  had  to  shine  without  your  cheers. 

We  all  agree  that  Gin  Lindholm  is  about 
the  best  sport  we've  ever  known  and  our 
good  girl. 

"P-r-i-s-s-y" — Ducky  and  Frances  C. 
we're  getting  a  bit  tired  of  the  name,  please 
find  another. 

Nancy,  we,  the  old  crowd,  leave  our 
traditions  up  to  you — we  know  you'll  carry 
on. 
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Calendar  of  Commencement  Events 

TWENTY-SECOND  ANNUAL  COMMENCEMENT 
Nineteen  Hundred  Forty-Three 


Thursday,  May  Twenty-seventh 

MAY  DAY  PROGRAM  AND  TEA 
Hardy  Hall  Court 
7:00  P.   M. 


Friday,  May  Twenty-eight 

EXHIBITS: 

Art — Art  Studio 

Theatre  Arts — Speech  Work  Shop 

10  to  12  A.  M. 

CAMPUS  PARTY,  Gulf  Park  Grandchildren 

Friendship  Oak 

2:00  P.  M. 

HORSE  SHOW 

Riding    Field 

3:45  to  5:15  P.  M. 

BANQUET 

Honoring   Junior  College   and    High   School    Graduates 

College  Dining  Room 

6:15  P.  M. 


Saturday,  May  Twenty-ninth 

CLASS  DAY  EXERCISES 

College  Campus 

10:30  A.  M. 

TORCHBEARER  SERVICE 

College  Auditorium 

5:30  P.  M. 


$  Sunday,  May  Thirtieth 

BACCALAUREATE   SERVICE 

Address  by  President  Claybrook  Cottingham 

Louisiana  Polytechnic   Institute 

College  Auditorium 

1  1  :00  A.  M. 

GRADUATION   EXERCISES 

Junior  College  and  High  School 

Address  by  President  Richard  G.  Cox,  Gulf  Park  College 

College  Auditorium 

8:15  P.  M. 

RECEPTION 

Honoring  Graduates 

Hardy  Hall  Court 

10:00  P.  M. 


